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SESAME AND LILIES 


TWO LECTURES BY 

JOHN RUSKIN 


1. OF KINGS TREASURIES 

2. OF QUEENS* GARDENS 


WITH TWO PREFACES 



[Bibliographical Kofr.— There have been 7im)ierom editiom 
of ''• Sesame and Lilies^" ivhieh onag be classed m\der the 
following heads : — 

(I) The two lectures here 7^epHnted appeared first in 

To a second edition in that year a preface was added, 
and 7vas contained also in the third and fourth editio ns 
(ISOG and li(j7). These two lectures were again re- 
'pHnted separately in IbiS^ with a new preface, and the 
text revised^ as in an enlarged edition of 1S71 {^ee 
below). In thisfon/if confined to two lectures^ the book 
has notv reached its two hundred a^id sixteenth th ousa^ui. 

(f) fills? I the two lectures wei'e revised and included in 
an Svo volinnc^ udth the addition of a new preface 
and a thini lecture {1S6S) on “ The Mystery of Life 
and its Artsf’ Tn this form the book has been often 
repnnted, and has notv reached its one hundred and 
twenty-ninth thousand. 

(*?) Each of the three lectures has been separately printedm 

In the Library Edition of Huskin' s Works [Vol. XVI 1 1 .) 
all three prefaces and lectures are given, with a comylcte 
collation of all the different editions^ either in a full Biblio- 
graphical Xote or in footnotes to the text. 

In the present edition (the issue of which is that of the 
thousand of the book in its onginal form) the text is 
the revised text of 1S71, and includes the footnotes to that 
edition, and the prefaces added to the second edition and'to 
that of 18SS are both given.] 



PREFACE TO THE EDITION OF 1882 


The present edition of Sesame and Lilies,” 
issued at the request of an aged friend, is re- 
printed without change of a word from the first 
small edition of the book, withdrawing only the 
irrelevant preface respecting tours in the Alps, 
which however if the reader care to see, he will 
find placed with more propriety in the second 
volume of “ Deucahon.” ^ The third lecture, added 
in the first volume of the large edition of my 
works, and the gossiping introduction prefixed to 
that edition, are withdrawn also, not as irrelevant, 
but as following the subject too far, and disturbing 
the simplicity in which the two original lectures 
dwell on their several themes, — the majesty of 
the influence of good books, and of good women, 
if we know how to read them, and how to honour. 

I might just as well have said, the influence 
of good men, and good women, since the best 
strength of a man is shown in his intellectual 
work, as that of a woman in her daily deed 
and character ; and I am somewhat tempted to 
involve myself in the debate which might be 
imagined in illustrating these relations of their 

1 [This preface was not, however, added to “ Deucalion,” and 
is therefore now reprinted here (see post, pp. 13 seqq.), Ruskin 
in 1882 was writing away from home, and is thus somewhat in 
error. The " preface respecting tours in the Alps” was not in 
the first edition, but only in the second, third, and fourth. The 
small edition of 1882 was not reprinted from the first edition ; 
it was a reprint of the only two lectures contained in the first 
edition, but from the revised text of 1871.] 



10 PREFACE TO THE 

several powers, because only the other day one 
of my friends put me in no small pet by saying 
that he thought my own influence was much 
more in being amiable and obliging than in 
writing books. Admitting, for the argument’s 
sake, the amiableness and obligingness, I begged 
him, with some warmth, to observe that there 
were myriads of at least equally good-natured 
people in the world who had merely become its 
slaves, if not its victims, but that the influence 
of my books was distinctly on the increase, and 
I hoped — etc., etc. — it is no matter what more I 
said, or intimated ; but it much matters that the 
young reader of the following essays should be 
confirmed in the assurance on which all their 
pleading depends, that there is such a thing as 
essential good, and as essential evil, in books, in 
art, and in character ; — that this essential good- 
ness and badness arc independent of epochs, 
fashions, opinions, or revolutions ; and that the 
present extremely active and ingenious generation 
of young people, in thanking Providence for the 
advantages it has granted them in the possession 
of steam whistles and bicycles, need not hope 
materially to add to the laws of beauty in sound 
or grace in motion, which were acknowledged in 
the days of Orpheus, and of Camilla. 

But I am brought to more serious pause than 
I had anticipated in putting final accent on the 
main sentences in this — already, as men now 
count time, old — book of mine, because since it 
was written, not only these untried instruments 
of action, but many equally novel methods of 
education and systems of morality have come 
into vogue, not without a certain measure of 
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prospective good in them ; — college education for 
women, — out -of- college education for men : posi- 
tivism with its religion of humanity, and negativism 
with its religion of Chaos, — and the like, from the 
entanglement of which no young people can now 
escape, if they would ; together with a mass 
of realistic, or materialistic, literature and art, 
founded mainly on the theory of nobody’s having 
any will, or needing any master ; much of it 
extremely clever, irresistibly amusing, and en- 
ticingly pathetic ; but which is all nevertheless 
the mere whirr and dust- cloud of a dissolutely 
reforming and vulgarly manufacturing age, which 
when its dissolutions are appeased, and its manu- 
factures purified, must return in due time to the 
understanding of the things that have been, and 
are, and shall be hereafter, though for the pre- 
sent concerned seriously with nothing beyond its 
dinner and its bed. 

I must therefore, for honesty’s sake, no less 
than intelligibility’s, warn the reader of Sesame 
and Lilies,” that the book is wholly of the old 
school ; that it ignores, without contention or 
regret, the ferment of surrounding elements, and 
assumes for perennial some old-fashioned condi- 
tions and existences which the philosophy of 
to-day imagines to be extinct with the Mammoth 
and the Dodo. 

Thus the second lecture, in its very title, 
“ Queens’ Gardens,” takes for granted the persis- 
tency of Queenship, and therefore of Kingship, and 
therefore of Courtliness or Courtesy, and therefore 
of Uncourtliness or Rusticity. It assumes, with 
the ideas of higher and lower rank, those of serene 
authority and happy submission ; of Riches and 
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Poverty without dispute for their rights, and of 
Virtue and Vice without confusion of their natures. 

And farther, it must be premised that the book 
is chiefly written for young people belonging to 
the upper, or undistressed middle, classes ; who 
may be supposed to have choice of the' objects 
and command of the industries of their life. It 
assumes that many of them will be called to 
occupy responsible positions in the world, and 
that they have leisure, in preparation for these, 
to play tennis, or to read Plato. 

Therefore also — that they have Plato to read 
if they choose, with lawns on which they may 
run, and woods in which they may muse. It 
supposes their father’s library to be open to 
them, and to contain all that is necessary for 
their intellectual progress, without the smallest 
dependence on monthly parcels from town. 

These presupposed conditions are not extra- 
vagant in a country which boasts of its wealth, 
and which, without boasting, still presents in the 
greater number of its landed households, the most 
perfect types of grace and peace which can be 
found in Europe. 

I have only to add farther, respecting the book, 
that it was written while my energies were still 
unbroken and my temper unfretted ; and that, 
if read in connection with “ Unto this Last,” it 
contains the chief truths I have endeavoured 
through all my past life to display, and which, 
under the warnings I have received to prepare 
for its close, I am chiefly thankful to have learnt 
and taught. 

Avallon, 

August mh, 1882. 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION 

(1865) 


1. A PASSAGE in the eighty- fifth page of this 
book,^ referring to Alpine travellers, will fall 
harshly on the reader’s ear, since it has been 
sorrowfully enforced by the deaths on Mont 
Cervin. I leave it, nevertheless, as it stood, for 
I do not now write unadvisedly, and think it 
wrong to cancel what has once been thoughtfully 
said ; but it must not so remain without a few 
added words. 

No blame ought to attach to the Alpine tourist 
for incurring danger. There is usually sufficient 
cause, and real reward, for all difficult work ; and 
even were it otherwise, some experience of dis- 
tinct peril, and the acquirement of habits of quick 
and calm action in its presence, are necessary 
elements, at some period of life, in the formation 
of manly character. The blame of bribing guides 
into danger is a singular accusation, in behalf of 
a people who have made mercenary soldiers of 
themselves for centuries, without any one’s think- 
ing of giving their fidelity better employment : 
though, indeed, the piece of work they did at 
the gate of the Tuileries, however useless, was no 
unwise one ; and their lion of flawed molasse at 
[Of the first edition ; now, § 35, p. 63.] 


1 
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Lucerne, worthless in point of art though it be, 
is nevertheless a better reward than much pay ; 
and a better ornament to the old town than the 
Schweizer Hof, or flat new quay, for the promenade 
of those travellers who do not take guides into 
danger. The British public are, however, at 
home, so innocent of ever buying their fellow- 
creatures’ lives, that we may justly expect them 
to be punctilious abroad ! They do not, perhaps, 
often calculate how many souls flit annually, 
choked in fire-damp and sea-sand, from economi- 
cally watched shafts, and economically manned 
ships ; nor see the fiery ghosts writhe up out of 
every scuttleful of cheap coals : nor count how 
many threads of girlish life are cut off and woven 
annually by painted Fates, into breadths of ball- 
dresses ; or soaked away, like rotten hemp-fibre, 
in the inlet of Cocytus which overflows the Grass- 
market where flesh is as grass. We need not, it 
seems to me, loudly blame any one for paying 
a guide to take a brave walk with him. There- 
fore, gentlemen of the Alpine Club, as much 
danger as you care to face, by all means ; but, if 
it please you, not so much talk of it. The real 
ground for reprehension of Alpine climbing is 
that, with less cause, it excites more vanity than 
any other athletic skill. A good horseman knows 
what it has cost to make him one ; everybody 
else knows it too, and knows that he is one ; he 
need not ride at a fence merel)^ to show his seat. 
But credit for practice in climbing can only be 
claimed after success, which, though perhaps 
accidental and unmerited, must yet be attained 
at all risks, or the shame of defeat borne with no 
evidence of the difficulties encountered. At this 
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particular period, also, the distinction obtainable 
by first conquest of a peak is as tempting to a 
traveller as the discovery of a new element to 
a chemist, or of a new species to a naturalist. 
Vanity is never so keenly excited as by com- 
petitions which involve chance ; the course of 
science is continually arrested, and its nomen- 
clature fatally confused, by the eagerness of even 
wise and able men to establish their priority in 
an unimportant discovery, or obtain vested right 
to a syllable in a deformed word ; and many an 
otherwise sensible person will risk his fife for the 
sake of a line in future guide-books, to the effect 

that “ the horn was first ascended by Mr. X. 

in the year ’’ ; — never reflecting that of all 

the lines in the page, the one he has thus wrought 
for will be precisely the least interesting to the 
reader. 

2. It is not therefore strange, however much 
to be regretted, that while no gentleman boasts 
in other cases of his sagacity or his courage — 
while no good soldier talks of the charge he led, 
nor any good sailor of the helm he held, — every 
man among the Alps seems to lose his senses and 
modesty with the fall of the barometer, and returns 
from his Nephelo-coccygia brandishing his ice-axe 
in everybody’s face. Whatever the Alpine Club 
have done, or may yet accomplish, in a sincere 
thirst for mountain knowledge, and in happy sense 
of youthful strength and play of animal spirit, 
they have done, and will do, wisely and well ; 
but whatever they are urged to by mere sting 
of competition and itch of praise, they will do, 
as all vain things must be done for ever, foolishly 
and ill. It is a strange proof of that absence of 
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any real national love of science, of which I have 
had occasion to speak in the text,^ that no entire 
survey of the Alps has yet been made by properly 
qualified men ; and that, except of the chain of 
Chamouni, no accurate maps exist, nor any com- 
plete geological section even of that. But Mr. 
Reilly’s survey of that central group, and the 
generally accurate information collected in the 
guide-book published by the Club, are honourable 
results of English adventure ; . and it is to be 
hoped that the continuance of such work will 
gradually put an end to the vulgar excitement 
which looked upon the granite of the Alps only 
as an unoccupied advertisement wall for chalking 
names upon. 

3. Respecting the means of accomplishing such 
work with least risk, there was a sentence in the 
article of our leading public journal, which de- 
serves, and requires expansion. 

“Their” (the Alpine Club’s) “ropes must not 
break.” 

Certainly not ! nor any one else’s ropes, if 
they may be rendered unbreakable by honesty 
of make ; seeing that more lives hang by them 
oil moving than on motionless seas. The records 
of the last gale at the Cape may teach us that 
economy in the manufacture of cables is not 
always a matter for exultation ; and, on the 
whole, it might even be well in an honest country, 
sending out, and up and down, various lines east 
and west, that nothing should break ; banks, — 
words, — nor dredging tackle. 

4. Granting, however, such praise and such 
sphere of exertion as we thus justly may, to the 

^ [See § 33 ; below, p. 59.] 
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spirit of adventure, there is one consequence of 
it, coming directly under my own cognizance, of 
which I cannot but speak with utter regret, — 
the loss, namely, of all real understanding of 
the character and beauty of Switzerland, by the 
country’s being now regarded as half watering- 
place, half gymnasium. It is indeed true that 
under the influence of the pride which gives 
poignancy to the sensations which others cannot 
share with us (and a not unjustifiable zest to the 
pleasure which we have worked for), an ordinary 
traveller will usually observe and enjoy more on 
a difficult excursion than on an easy one ; and 
more in objects to which he is unaccustomed than 
in those with which he is familiar. . He will notice 
with extreme interest that snow is white on the 
top of a hill in June, though he would have attached 
little importance to the same peculiarity in a 
wreath at the bottom of a hill in January. He 
will generally find more to admire in a cloud 
under his feet, than in one over his head ; and, 
oppressed by the monotony of a sky which is 
prevalently blue, will derive extraordinary satis- 
faction from its approximation to black. Add to 
such grounds of delight the aid given to the 
effect of whatever is impressive in the scenery 
of the high Alps, by the absence of ludicrous or 
degrading concomitants ; and it ceases to be sur- 
prising that Alpine excursionists should be greatly 
pleased, or that they should attribute their plea- 
sure to some true and increased apprehension of 
the nobleness of natural scenery. But no im- 
pression can be more false. The real beauty of 
the Alps is to be seen, and seen only, where all 
may see it, the child, the cripple, and the man 
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of grey hairs. There is more true loveliness in 
a single glade of pasture shadowed by pine, or 
gleam of rocky brook, or inlet of unsullied lake, 
among the lower Bernese and Savoyard hills, 
than in the entire field of jagged gneiss which 
crests the central ridge from the Schreckhorn to 
the Viso. The valley of Cluse, through which 
unhappy travellers consent now to be invoiced, 
packed in baskets like fish, so only that they 
may cheaply reach, in the feverous haste which 
has become the law of their being, the glen of 
Chamouni whose every lovely foreground rock 
has now been broken up to build hotels for them, 
contains more beauty in half a league of it, than 
the entire valley they have devastated, and turned 
into a casino, did in its uninjured pride ; and 
that passage of the Jura by Olten (between Basle 
and Lucerne), which is by the modern tourist 
triumphantly effected through a tunnel in ten 
minutes, between two piggish trumpet grunts 
proclamatory of the ecstatic transit, used to show 
from every turn and sweep of its winding ascent, 
up which one sauntered, gathering wild-flowers, 
for half a happy day, diviner aspects of the 
distant Alps than ever were achieved by toil of 
limb, or won by risk of life. 

5. There is indeed a healthy enjoyment both 
in engineers’ work, and in schoolboys’ play ; the 
making and mending of roads has its true en- 
thusiasms, and I have still pleasure enough in 
mere scrambling to wonder not a little at the 
supreme gravity with which apes exercise ‘their 
superior powers in that kind, as if profitless to 
them. But neither macadamisation, nor tunnel- 
ling, nor rope ladders, will ever enable one human 
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creature to understand the pleasure in natural 
scenery felt by Theocritus or Virgil ; and I 
believe the athletic health of our schoolboys 
might be made perfectly consistent with a spirit 
of more courtesy and reverence, both for men 
and things, than is recognisable in the behaviour 
of modern youth. Some year or two back, I was 
staying at the Montanvert to paint Alpine roses, 
and went every day to watch the budding of a 
favourite bed, which was rounding into faultless 
bloom beneath a cirque of rock, high enough, as 
I hoped, and close enough, to guard it from rude 
eyes and plucking hands. But, 

“ Tra erto e piano ©r’ un sen tier© sghembo, 

Che n© condusso in fianco della lacca,” ^ 

and on the day it reached the fulness of its rubied 
fire, I was standing near when it was discovered 
by a forager on the flanks of a travelling school 
of English and German lads. He shouted to his 
companions, and they swooped down upon it ; 
threw themselves into it, rolled over and over in 
it, shrieked, hallooed, and fought in it, trampled 
it down, and tore it up by th’e roots : breathless 
at last with rapture of ravage, they fixed the 
brightest of the remnant blossoms of it in their 
caps, and went on their way rejoicing. 

6. They left me much to think upon ; partly 
respecting the essential power of the beauty 
which could so excite them, and partly respecting 
the character of the youth which could only be 

^ [PurgatoHo, vii. 70, translated by Cary; — 

“ Betwixt the steep and plain, a crooked path 
Led us transverse into the ridge’s side.”] 
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excited to destroy. But the incident was a per- 
fect type of that irreverence for natural beauty 
with respect to which I said in the text,^ at the 
place already indicated, “You make railroads of 
the aisles of the cathedrals of the earth, and eat 
off their altars.” For indeed all true lovers of 
natural beauty hold it in reverence so deep, that 
they would as soon think of climbing the pillars 
of the choir of Beauvais for a gymnastic exercise, 
as of making a playground of Alpine snow : and 
they would not risk one hour of their joy among 
the hill meadows on a May morning, for the 
fame or fortune of having stood on every pinnacle 
of the silver temple, and beheld the kingdoms of 
the world from it. Love of excitement is so far 
from being love of beauty, that it ends always 
in a joy iyi its exact reverse ; joy in destruction, 
— as of my poor roses, — or in actual details of 
death ; until, in the literature of the day, “ nothing 
is too dreadful, or too trivial, for the greed of the 
public.” ^ And in politics, apathy, irreverence, 
and lust of luxury go hand in hand, until the 
best solemnization which can be conceived for 
the greatest event in modern European history, 
the crowning of Florence capital of Italy, is the 
accursed and ill-omened folly of casting down her 
old walls, and surrounding her with a “ boule- 
vard ” ; and this at the very time when every 
stone of her ancient cities is more precious to her 
than the gems of a Urim breastplate, and when 
every nerve of her heart and brain should have 
been strained to redeem her guilt and fulfil her 

2 [See § 35 and «. ; below, p. 63.] 

Pall Mall Gazette, August 15th, article on the Forward 
murders. 
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freedom. It is not by making roads round 
Florence, but through Calabria, that she should 
begin her Roman causeway work again ; and her 
fate points her march, not on boulevards by 
Arno, but waist-deep in the lagoons at Venice. 
Not yet, indeed ; but five years of patience and 
discipline of her youth would accomplish her 
power, and sweep the martello towers from the 
cliffs of Verona, and the ramparts from the marsh 
of Mestre. But she will not teach her youth that 
discipline on boulevards. 

7. Strange, that while we both French and 
English, can give lessons in war, we only corrupt 
other nations when they imitate either our plea- 
sures or dur industries. We English, had we 
loved Switzerland indeed, should have striven to 
elevate, but not to disturb, the simplicity of her 
people, by teaching them the sacredness of their 
fields and waters, the honour of their pastoral and 
burgher life, and the fellowship in glory of the 
grey turreted walls round their ancient cities, 
with the cottages in their fair groups by the 
forest and lake. Beautiful, indeed, upon the 
mountains, had been the feet of any who had 
spoken peace to their children ; — who had taught 
those princely peasants to remember their lineage, 
and their league with the rocks of the field ; that 
so they might keep their mountain waters pure, 
and their mountain paths peaceful, and their 
traditions of domestic life holy. We have taught 
them (incapable by circumstances and position of 
ever becoming a great commercial nation), all the 
foulness of the modern lust of wealth, without its 
practical intelligences ; and we have developed 
exactly the weakness of their temperament by 
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which they are liable to meanest ruin. Of the 
ancient architecture and most expressive beauty 
of their country there is now little vestige left ; 
and it is one of the few reasons which console 
me for the advance of life, that I am old enough 
to remember the time when the sweet waves of 
the Reuss and Limmat (now foul with refuse of 
manufacture) were as crystalline as the heaven 
above them ; when her pictured bridges and 
embattled towers ran unbroken round Lucerne ; 
when the Rhone flowed in deep- green, softly 
dividing currents round the wooden ramparts of 
Geneva ; and when from the marble roof of the 
western vault of Milan, I could watch the Rose 
of Italy flush in the first morning light, before a 
human foot had sullied its summit, or the redden- 
ing dawn on its rocks taken shadow of sadness 
from the crimson which, long ago, stained the 
ripples of Otterburn. 
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LECTURE T.— SESAME 

OF kings’ teeasueies 

“ You shall each have a cake of sesame, — and ten pound." 

Lucian : Ths Fisherman. 

L My first duty this evening is to ask your 
pardon for the ambiguity of title under which 
the subject of lecture has been announced : for 
indeed I am not going to talk of kings, known as 
regnant, nor of treasuries, understood to contain 
wealth ; but of quite another order of royalty, 
and another material of riches, than those usually 
acknowledged. I had even intended to ask your 
attention for a little while on trust, and (as 
sometimes one contrives, in taking a friend to 
see a favourite piece of scenery) to hide what 
I wanted most to show, with such imperfect 
cunning as I might, until we unexpectedly 
reached the best point of view by winding paths. 
But — and as also I have heard it said, by men 
practised in public address, that hearers are never 
so much fatigued as by the endeavour to follow 
a speaker who gives them no clue to his pur- 
pose, — I will take the slight mask off at once, 
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and tell you plainly that I want to speak to you 
about the treasures hidden in books ; and about 
the way we find them, and the way we lose them. 
A grave subject, you will say ; and a wide one ! 
Yes ; so wide that I shall make no effort to 
touch the compass of it. I will try only to bring 
before you a few simple thoughts about reading, 
which press themselves upon me every day more 
deeply, as I watch the course of the public mind 
with respect to our daily enlarging means of 
education ; and the answeringly wider spreading 
on the levels, of the irrigation of literature. 

2. It happens that I have practically some 
connection with schools for different classes of 
youth ; and I receive many letters from parents 
respecting the education of their children. In 
the mass of these letters I am always struck by 
the precedence which the idea of a “ position 
in life ” takes above all other thoughts in the 
parents’ — more especially in the mothers’ — minds. 
“ The education befitting such and such a station 
in life ” — this is the phrase, this the object, 
always. They never seek, as far as I can make 
out, an education good in itself ; even the con- 
ception of abstract rightness in training rarely 
seems reached by the writers. But, an education 
“ which shall keep a good coat on my son’s 
back ; — which shall enable him to ring with confi- 
dence the visitors’ bell at double-belled doors ; 
which shall result ultimately in the estabUshment 
of a double-belled door to his own house ; — in a 
word, which shall lead to advancement in life ; — 
this we pray for on bent knees — and this is all 
we pray for.” It never seems to occur to the 
parents that there may be an education which, 
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in itself, is advancement in Life ; — that any other 
than that may perhaps be advancement in Death ; 
and that this essential education might be more 
easily got, or given, than they fancy, if they set 
about it in the right way ; while it is for no price, 
and by no favour, to be got, if they set about it 
in the wrong. 

3. Indeed, among the ideas most prevalent and 
effective in the mind of this busiest of countries, 
I suppose the first — at least that which is con- 
fessed with the greatest frankness, and put for- 
ward as the fittest stimulus to youthful exertion 
— is this of ‘‘ Advancement in hfe.” May I ask 
you to consider with me, what this idea practically 
includes, and what it should include ? 

Practically, then, at present, “ advancement in 
life ” means, becoming conspicuous in life ; ob- 
taining a position which shall be acknowledged 
by others to be respectable or honourable. We 
do not understand by this advancement, in 
general, the mere making of money, but the being 
known to have made it ; not the accomplishment 
of any great aim, but the being seen to have 
accomplished it. In a word, we mean the grati- 
fication of our thirst for applause. That thirst, 
if the last infirmity of noble minds, is also the 
first infirmity of weak ones ; and, on the whole, 
the strongest impulsive influence of average 
humanity : the greatest efforts of the race 
have always been traceable to the love of 
praise, as its greatest catastrophes to the love 
of pleasure. 

4. I am not about to attack or defend this 
impulse. I want you only to feel how it lies at 
the root of effort ; especially of all modern effort. 
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It is the gratification of vanity which is, with 
us, the stimulus of toil and balm of repose ; so 
closely does it touch the very springs of life that 
the wounding of our vanity i^ always spoken of 
(and truly) as in its measure mortal ; we call it 
“ mortification,” using the same expression which 
we should apply to a gangrenous and incurable 
bodily hurt. And although a few of us may be 
physicians enough to recognise the various effect 
of this passion upon health and energy, I believe 
most honest men know, and would at once acknow- 
ledge, its leading power with them as a motive. 
The seaman does not commonly desire to be 
made captain only because he knows he can 
manage the ship better than any other sailor on 
board. He wants to be made captain that he 
may be called^ captain. The clergyman does not 
usually want to be made a bishop only because 
he believes that no other hand can, as firmly 
as his, direct the diocese through its difficulties. 
He wants to be made bishop primarily that he 
may be called “ My Lord.” And a prince does 
not usually desire to enlarge, or a subject to gain, 
a kingdom, because he believes that no one else 
can as well serve the State, upon its throne ; but, 
briefly, because he wishes to be addressed as 
“ Your Majesty,” by as many lips as may be 
brought to such utterance. 

5. This, then, being the main idea of “ advance- 
ment in life,” the force of it applies, for all of 
us, according to our station, particularly to that 
secondary result of such advancement which we 
call “ getting into good society.” We want to 
get into good society not that we may have it, 
but that we may be seen in it ; and our notion 
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of its goodness depends primarily on its con- 
spicuousness. 

Will you pardon me if I pause for a moment 
to put what I fear you may think an impertinent 
question ? I never can go on with an address 
unless I feel, or know, that my audience are 
either with me or against me : I do not much 
care which, in beginning ; but I must know 
where they are ; and I would fain find out, at 
this instant, whether you think I am putting 
the motives of popular action too low. I am 
resolved, to-night, to state them low enough to 
be admitted as probable ; for whenever, in my 
writings on Political Economy, I assume that a 
little honesty, or generosity, — or what used to 
be called ‘‘ virtue ” — may be calculated upon as a 
human motive of action, people always answer 
me, saying, ‘‘ You m ust not calculate on that : 
that is not in human nature : you must not 
assunae anything to be common to men but 
acquisitiveness and jealousy ; no other feeling 
ever has influence on them, except accidentally, 
and in matters out of the way of business. ” I 
begin, accordingly, to-night low in the scale of 
motives ; but I must know if you think me right 
in doing so. Therefore, let me ask those who 
admit the love of praise to be usually the strongest 
motive in men’s minds in seeking advancement, 
and the honest desire of doing any kind of duty 
to be an entirely secondary one, to hold up 
their hands. {About a dozen hands held up— the 
audience, partly, not being sure the lecturer is 
serious, and, partly, shy of expressing opinion.) I 
am quite serious — I really do want to know what 
you think ; however, I can judge by putting the 
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reverse question. Will those who think that duty 
is ginerally the first, and love of praise the second, 
motive, hold up their hands ? (One hand reported 
to have been held up, behind the lecturer.) Very 
good : I see you are with me, and that you think 
I have not begun too near the ground. Now, 
without teasing you by putting farther question, 
I venture to assume that you will admit duty 
as at least a secondary or tertiary motive. You 
think that the desire of doing something useful, 
or obtaining some real good, is indeed an existent 
collateral idea, though a secondary one, in most 
men’s desire of advancement. You will grant 
that moderately honest men desire place and 
office, at least in some measure, for the sake of 
beneficent power ; and would wish to associate 
rather with sensible and well-informed persons 
than with fools and ignorant persons, whether 
they are seen in the company of the sensible 
ones or not. And finally, without being trpubled 
by repetition of any common truisms about the 
preciousness of friends, and the influence of com- 
panions, you will admit, doubtless, that according 
to the sincerity of our desire that our friends may 
be true, and our companions wise, — and^in pro- 
portion to the earnestness and discretion with 
which we choose both, will be the general chances 
of our happiness and usefulness. 

6. But granting that we had both the will and 
the sense to choose our friends well, how few of 
usTiave the power ! or, at least, how limited, for 
most, is the sphere of choice ! Nearly all our 
associations are determined by chance, or neces- 
sity ; and restricted within a narrow circle. We 
cannot know whom we would ; and those whom 
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we know, we cannot have at our side when we 
most need them. All the higher circles of human 
intelligence are, to those beneath, only momen- 
tarily and partially open. We may, by good 
fortune, obtain a glimpse of a great poet, and 
hear the sound of his voice ; or put a question 
to a man of science, and be answered good- 
humouredly. We may intrude ten nmutes’ talk 
on a cabinet minister, answered pr^ably with 
words worse than silence, being deceptive ; or 
snatch, once or twice in our lives, the privilege 
of throwing a bouquet in the path of a Princess, 
or arresting the kind glance of a Queen. And 
yet these momentary chances we covet ; and 
spend our years, and passions, and powers in 
pursuit of little more than these ; while, mean- 
time, there is a society continually open to us, 
of people who will talk to us as long as we like, 
whatever our rank or occupation ; — talk to us in 
the best words they can choose, and of the things 
nearest their hearts. And this society, because 
it is so numerous and so gentle, and can be kept 
waiting round us all day long, — kings and states- 
men lingering patiently, not to grant audience, 
but to gain it 1 — in those plainly furnished and 
narrow ante-rooms, our bookcase shelves, — we 
make no account of that company, — perhaps never 
listen to a word they would say, all day long ! 

7. You may tell me, perhaps, or think ^within 
yourselves, that the apathy with which ^ regaid 
this company of the noble, who are praying us 
to listen to them ; and the passion with which 
we pursue the company, probably of the ignoble, 
who despise us, or who have nothing to teach 
us, are grounded in this, — that we can see the 
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faces of the living men, and it is themselves, and 
not their sayings, with which we desire to become 
familiar. But it is not so. Suppose you never 
were to see their faces : — suppose you could be 
put behind a screen in the statesman’s cabinet, or 
the prince’s chamber, would you not be glad to 
listen to their words, though you were forbidden 
to advance beyond the screen ? And when the 
screen is only a little less, folded in two instead 
of four, and you can be hidden behind the cover 
of the two boards that bind a book, and listen 
all day long, not to the casual talk, but to 
the studied, determined, chosen addresses of the 
wisest of men ; — this station of audience, and 
honourable privy council, you despise 1 

8. But perhaps you will say that it is because 
the living people talk of things that are pass- 
ing, and are of immediate interest to you, that 
you desire to hear them. Nay ; that cannot 
be so, for the living people will themselves tell 
you about passing matters, much better in their 
writings than in their careless talk. But I admit 
that this motive does influence you, so far as 
you prefer those rapid and ephemeral writings 
to slow and enduring writings — books, properly 
so called. For all books are divisible into two 
classes : the books of the hour, and the books 
of all time. Mark this distinction — it is not one 
of quality only. It is not merely the bad book 
that does not last, and the good one that does. 
It is a distinction of species. There are good 
books for the hour, and good ones for all time : 
bad books for the hour, and bad ones for all time. 
I must define the two kinds before I go farther. 

9. The good book of the hour, then, — I do not 
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speak of the bad ones — is simply the useful or 
pleasant talk of some person whom you cannot 
otherwise converse with, printed for you. Very 
useful often, telling you what you need to know ; 
very pleasant often, as a sensible friend’s present 
talk would be. These bright accounts of travels ; 
good-humoured and witty discussions of ques- 
tion ; Hvely or pathetic story-telling in the form 
of novel ; firm fact-telling, by the real agents 
concerned in the events of passing history ; — all 
these books of the hour, multiplying among us as 
education becomes more general, are a peculiar 
possession of the present age : we ought to be 
entirely thankful for them, and entirely ashamed 
of ourselves if we make no good use of them. 
But we make the worst possible use if we allow 
them to usurp the place of true books : for, 
strictly speaking, they are not books at all, but 
merely letters or newspapers in good print. Our 
friend’s letter may be dehghtful, or necessary, 
to-day : whether worth keeping or not, is to 
be considered. The newspaper may be entirely 
proper at breakfast-time, but assuredly it is not 
reading for all day. So, though bound up in a 
volume, the long letter which gives you so pleasant 
an account of the inns, and roads, and weather 
last year at such a place, or which tells you that 
amusing story, or gives you the real circum- 
stances of such and such events, however valu- 
able for occasional reference, may not be, in the 
real sense of the word, a book ” at all, nor in 
the real sense, to be ‘‘ read.” A book is essenti- 
ally not a talked thing, but a written thing ; and 
written, not with a view of mere communication, 
but of permanence. The book of talk is printed 
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only because its author cannot speak to thousands 
of people at once ; if he could, he would — the 
volume is mere multiplication of his voice. You 
cannot talk to your friend in India ; if you could, 
you would ; you write instead : that is mere 
conveyance of voice. But a book is written, not 
to multiply the voice merely, not to carry it 
merely, but to perpetuate it. The author has 
something to say which he perceives to be true 
and useful, or helpfully beautiful. So far as he 
knows, no one has yet said it ; so far as he knows, 
no one else can say it. He is bound to say it, 
clearly and melodiously if he may ; clearly, at 
all events. In the sum of his life he finds this 
to be the thing, or group of things, manifest to 
him ; — this, the piece of true knowledge, or sight, 
which his share of sunshine and earth has per- 
mitted him to seize. He would fain set it down 
for ever ; engrave it on rock, if he could ; saying, 
“ This is the best of me ; for the rest, I ate, and 
drank, and slept, loved, and hated, like another ; 
my life was as the vapour, and is not ; but this 
I saw and knew : this, if anything of mine, is 
worth your memory .’’ That is his “writing’ ; 
it is, in his small hurhan way, and with whatev^>>>r 
degree of true inspiration is in him, his inscri 
tion, or scripture. That is a “ Book.” 

10. Perhaps you think no books were ever so 
written ? 

But, again, I ask you, do you at all believe in 
honesty, or at all iixJcindness ? or do you think 
there is never any honesty or benevolence in wise 
people ? None of us, I hope, are so unhappy 
as to think that. ipfeii, whatever bit of a wise 
man’s work is honestly and benevolently done, 
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that bit is his book, or his piece of art.^ It is 
mixed always with evil fragments — ill-done, re- 
dundant, affected work. But if you read rightly, 
you, will easily discover the true bits, and those 
are the book. 

11. Now, books of this kind have been written 
in all ages by their greatest men, — by great 
readers, great statesmen, and great thinkers. 
These are all at your choice ; and Life is short. 
You have heard as much before ; — yet, have you 
measured and mapped out this short life and its 
possibilities ? Do you know, if you read this, 
that you cannot read that — that what you lose 
to-day you cannot gain to-morrow ? Will you 
go and gossip with your housemaid, or your 
stable-boy, when you may talk with queens and 
kings ; or flatter yourselves that it is with any 
worthy consciousness of your own claims to re- 
spect, that you jostle with the hungry and common 
crowd for entr<^e here, and audience there, , when 
all the while this eternal court is open to you, 
with its society, wide as the world, multitudi- 
nous as its days, the chosen, and the mighty, of 
every place and time ? Into that you may enter 
al vays ; in that you may take fellowship and 
rapk according to your wish ; from that, once 
entered into it, you can never be an outcast but 
by your own fault ; by your aristocracy of com- 
panionship there, your own inherent aristocracy 
will be assuredly tested, and the motives with 
which you strive to take high place in the 
society of the living, measured, as to all the 
truth and sincerity that are in them, by the 

1 Note this sentence carefully, and compare the “Queen of 
the Air,” § io6. [1871.] 
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place you desire to take in this company of 
the Dead. 

12. “ The place you desjre /’ and the place 
you -fit yourself for, I must also say ; because, 
observe, this court of the past differs from all 
living aristocracy in this : — it is open to labour 
and to merit, but to nothing else. No wealth 
will bribe, no name overawe, no artifice deceive, 
the guardian of those Elysian gates. In the deep 
sense, no vile or vulgar person ever enters there. 
At the portieres of that silent Faubourg St. 
Germain, there is but brief question : “Do you 
deserve to enter ? Pass. Do you ask to be tLe 
companion of nobles ? Make yourself noble, and 
you shall be. Do you long for the conve Tsatibi i 
of the wise ? Learn to understand it, and you 
shall hear it. But on other terms ? — no. If you 
will not rise to us, we cannot stoop to you. The 
living lord may assume courtesy, the living philo- 
sopher explain his thought to you with con- 
siderate pain ; but here we neither feign nor 
interpret ; you must rise to the level of our 
thoughts if you would be gladdened by them, 
and share our feelings if you would recognise our 
presence.” 

13. This, then, is what you have to do, and I 
admit that it is much. You must, in a word, 
love these people, if you are to be among them. 
No ambition is of any use. They scorn your 
ambition. You must love them, and show your 
love in these two following ways. 

1. — First, by a true desire to be taught by 
them, and to enter into their thoughts. To enter 
into theirs, observe ; not to find your own ex- 
pressed by them. If the person who wrote the 
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book is not wiser than you, you need not read 
it; if he be, he will think differently from you 
in many respects. 

Very ready we are to say of a book, ‘‘How 
good this is — that’s exactly what I think ! ” But 
the right feeling is, ‘‘ How strange that is ! I 
never thought of that before, and yet I see it is 
true ; .or if I do not now, I hope I shall, some 
day.” But whether thus submissively or not, at 
least be sure that you go to the author to get 
at his meaning, not to find yours. Judge it after- 
wards if you think yourself qualified to do so ; 
but ascertain it first. And be sure also, if the 
author is worth anything, that you will not get 
at his meaning all at once ; — nay, that at his 
whole meaning you will not for a long time arrive 
in any wise. Not that he does not say what he 
means, and in strong words too ; but he cannot 
say it all ; and what is more strange, 'ivitl not, 
but in a hidden way and in parable, in order 
that he may be sure you want it. I cannot 
quite see the reason of this, nor analyse that 
cruel reticence in the breasts of wise men which 
makes them always hide their deeper thought. 
They do not give it you by way of help, but of 
reward ; and will make themselves sure that you 
deserve it before they allow you to reach it. But 
it is the same with the physical type of wisdom, 
gold. There seems, to you and me, no reason 
why the electric forces of the earth should not 
carry whatever there is of gold within it at once 
to the mountain tops, so that kings and people 
might know that all the gold they could get was 
there ; and without any trouble of digging, or 
anxiety, or chance, or waste of time, cut it away, 
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and coin as much as they needed. But Nature 
does not manage it so. She puts it in little 
fissures in the earth, nobody knows where ; you 
may dig long and find none ; you must dig 
painfully to find any. 

14. And it is just the same with men’s 
best wisdom. When you come to a good book, 
you must ask yourself, “ Am I inclined to work 
as an Australian miner would ? Are my pick- 
axes and shovels in good order, and am I in good 
trim myself, my sleeves well up to the elbow, 
and my breath good, and my temper ? ” And, 
keeping the figure a little longer, even at cost 
of tiresomeness, for it is a thoroughly useful 
one, the metal you are in search of being the 
author’s mind or meaning, his words are as the 
rock which you have to crush and smelt in order 
to get at it. And your pickaxes are your own 
care, * wit, and learning ; your smelting furnace 
is your own thoughtful soul. Do not hope to 
get at any good author’s meaning without those 
tools and that fire ; often you will need sharpest, 
finest chiselling, and patientest fusing, before you 
can gather one grain of the metal. 

15. And, therefore, first of all, I tell you ear- 
nestly and authoritatively (I know I am right 
in this), you must get into the habit of looking 
intensely at words, and assuring yourself of their 
meaning, syllable by syllable — nay, letter by 
letter. For though it is only by reason of the 
opposition of letters in the function of signs, to 
sounds in the function of signs, that the study 
of books is called “ literature,” and that a man 
versed in it is called, by the consent of nations, a 
man of letters instead of a man of books, or of 
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words, you may yet connect with that accidental 
nomenclature this real fact, — that you might read 
all the books in the British Museum (if you could 
live long enough), and remain an utterly illiter 
ate,” uneducated person ; but that if you read 
ten pages of a good book, letter by letter, — that 
is to say, with real accuracy, — you are for ever- 
more in some measure an educated person. The 
entire difference between education and non- 
education (as regards the merely intellectual part 
of it), consists in this accuracy. A well-educated 
gentleman may not know many languages, — may 
not be able to speak any but his own, — may have 
read very few books. But whatever language he 
knows, he knows precisely ; whatever word he 
pronounces, he pronounces rightly ; above all, 
he is learned in the peerage of words ; knows 
the words of true descent and ancient blood, at 
a glance, from words of modern canaille ; re- 
members all their ancestry, their intermarriages, 
distant relationships, and the extent to which 
they were admitted, and offices they held, among 
the national noblesse of words at any time, and 
in any country. But an uneducated person may 
know, by memory, many languages, and talk 
them all, and yet truly know not a word of any, — 
not a word even of his own. An ordinarily clever 
and sensible seaman will be able to make his 
way ashore at most ports ; yet he has only to 
speak a sentence of any language to be known 
iof an illiterate person ; so also the accent, or 
turn of expression of a single sentence, will at 
once mark a scholar. And this is so strongly 
felt, so conclusively admitted, by educated per- 
sons, that a false accent or a mistaken syllable is 



38 


SESAME AND LILIES 


enough, in the parUament of any civilised nation, 
to assign to a man a certain degree of inferior 
standing for ever. 

16. And this is right ; but it is a pity that the 
accuracy insisted on is not greater, and required 
to a serious purpose. It is right that a false^ 
Latin quantity should excite a smile in the House; 
of Commons ; but it is wrong that a false Eng-” 
lish mmning should not excite a frown there. Lel^ 
the accent of words be watched ; and closely-r 
let their meaning be watched more closely still, 
and fewer will do the work. A few words, well 
chosen, and distinguished, will do work that a 
thousand cannot, ‘ when every one is acting, 
equivocally, in the function of another. Yes ; 
and words, if they are not watched, will do deadly 
work sometimes. There are masked words droning 
and skulking about us in Europe just now, — 
(there never were so many, owing to the spread 
of a shallow, blotching, blundering, infectious 
“ information,” or rather deformation, every- 
where, and to the teaching of catechisms and 
phrases at schools instead of human meanings) — 
there are masked words abroad, I say, which 
nobody understands, but which everybody uses, 
and most people will also fight for, live for, or 
even die for, fancying they mean this or that, 
or the other, of things dear to them : for such 
words wear chameleon cloaks — “ ground- hon ” 
cloaks, of the colour of the ground of any man’s 
fancy : on that ground they lie in wait, and rend 
him with a spring from it. There never were 
creatures of prey so mischievous, never diplo- 
matists so cunning, never poisoners so deadly, 
as these masked words ; they are the unjust 
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stewards of all men’s ideas ; whatever fancy or 
favourite instinct a man most cherishes, he gives 
to his favourite masked word to take care of for 
him ; the word at last comes to have an infinite 
power over him, — you cannot get at him but by 
its ministry. 

17. And in languages so mongrel in breed as 
the English, there is a fatal power of equivocation 
put into men’s hands, almost whether they will 
or no, in being able to use Greek or Latin words 
for an idea when they want it to be awful ; and 
Saxon or otherwise common words when they 
want it to be vulgar. What a singular and 
salutary effect, for instance, would be produced 
on the minds of people who are in the habit of 
taking the Form of the ‘‘Word” they live by, 
for the Power of which that Word tells them, if 
we always either retained, or refused, the Greek 
form “ biblos,” or “ biblion,” as the right ex- 
pression for “ book ” — instead of employing it 
only in the one instance in which we wish to give 
dignity to the idea, and translating it into English 
everywhere else. How wholesome it would be 
for many simple persons if, in such places {for 
instance) as Acts xix. 19, we retained the Greek 
expression, instead of translating it, and they had 
to read — “ Many of them also which used curious 
arts, brought' Their Bibles together, and burnt- 
them before all men ; and they counted the 
price of them, and found it fifty thousand pieces 
of silver” ! Or if, on the other hand, we trans- 
lated where we retain it, and always spoke of 
“ the Holy Book,” instead of “ Holy Bible,” it 
might come into more heads than it does at pre- 
sent, that the Word of God, by which the heavens 
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were of old, and by which they are now kept in 
store, ^ cannot be made a present of to anybody 
in morocco binding ; nor sown on any wayside 
by help either of steam plough or steam press ; 
but is nevertheless being offered to us daily, and 
by us with contumely refused : and sown in us 
daily, and by us, as instantly as may be, choked. 

18. So, again, consider what effect has been 
produced on the English vulgar mind by the 
use of the sonorous Latin form “ damno,” in 
translating the Greek KaraKpLVM, when people 
charitably wish to make it forcible ; and the 
substitution of the temperate condemn ” for 
it, when they choose to keep it gentle ; and 
what notable sermons have been preached by 
illiterate clergymen on — ‘‘ He that believeth not 
shall be damned ; ” though they would shrink 
with horror from translating Heb. xi. 7, The 
saving of his house, by which he damned the 
world,” or John viii. 10-11, “ Woman, hath no 
man damned thee ? She saitli, No man. Lord. 
Jesus answered her. Neither do I damn thee : go, 
and sin no more.” And divisions in the mind 
of Europe, which have cost seas of blood, and in 
the defence of which the noblest souls of men 
have been cast away in frantic desolation, count- 
less as forest-leaves — though, in the heart of 
them, founded on deeper causes — have neverthe- 
less been rendered practically possible, mainly, by 
the European adoption of the Greek word for 
a public meeting, “ ecclesia,” to give peculiar 
respectability to such meetings, when held for 
religious purposes ; and other collateral equivo- 
cations, such as the vulgar English one of using 

1 2 Peter iii. 5-7. 
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the word “ priest ” as a contraction for “ pres- 
byter.” 

19. Now, in order to deal with words rightly, 
this is the habit you must form. Nearly every 
word in your language has been first a word of 
some other language — ot Saxon, German, French, 
Latin, or Greek (not to speak of eastern and 
primitive dialects). And many words have been 
all these ; — that is to say, have been Greek first, 
Latin next, French or German next, and English 
last : undergoing a certain change of sense and 
use on the lips of each nation ; but retaining a 
deep vital meaning, which all good scholars feel 
in employing them, even at this day. If you do 
not know the Greek alphabet, learn it ; young or 
old — girl or boy — whoever you may be, if you 
think of reading seriously (which, of course, im- 
plies that you have some leisure at command), 
learn your Greek alphabet ; then get good dic- 
tionaries of all these languages, and whenever 
you are in doubt about a word, hunt it down 
patiently. Read Max Muller’s lectures thoroughly, 
to begin with ; and, after that, never let a word 
escape you that looks suspicious. It is severe 
work ; but you will find it, even at first, interest- 
ing, and at last, endlessly amusing. And the 
general gain to your character, in power and 
precision, will be quite incalculable. 

Mind, this does not imply knowing, or trying 
to know, Greek, or Latin, or French. It takes a 
whole life to learn any language perfectly. But 
you can easily ascertain the meanings through 
which the English word has passed ; and those 
which in a good writer’s work it must still bear. 

20. And now, merely for example’s sake, I will, 
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with your permission, read a few lines of a true 
book with you, carefully ; and see what will 
come out of them. I will take a book perfectly 
known to you all. No English words are more 
familiar to us, yet few perhaps have been read 
with less sincerity. I will take these few follow* 
ing lines of Lycidas : — 

“ Last came, and last did go, 

The pilot of the Galilean lake. 

Two massy keys he bore of metals twain, 

(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain,) 

He shook his mitred locks, and stern bespake. 

‘ How well could I have spared for thee, young swain, 
Enow of such as for their bellies’ sake 
Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold ! 

Of other care they little reckoning make. 

Than how to scramble at the sliearers’ feast, 

And shove away the worthy bidden guest ; 

Blind mouths ! that scarce themselves know how to 
hold 

A sheep-hook, or have learned aught else, the least 
That to the faithful herdman’s art belongs ! 

What recks it them ? What need they ? They are 
sped ; 

And when they list, their lean and flashy songs 
Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw. 

The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed. 

But swoln with wind, and the rank mist they draw. 
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread ; 

Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw 
Daily devours apace, and nothing said.’ ” 

Let US think over this passage, and examine its 
words. 

First, is it not singular to find Milton assigning 
to St. Peter, not only his full episcopal function, 
but the very types of it which Protestants usually 
refuse most passionately ? His “ mitred ” locks ! 
Milton was no Bishop-lover ; how comes St. 
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Peter to be “ mitred ” ? ‘‘ Two massy keys he 

bore.” Is this, then, the power of the 
claimed by the Bishops of Rome, and is it acknow- 
ledged here by Milton only in a poetical licence, 
for the sake of its pictnresqueness, that he may 
get the gleam of the golden keys to help his 
effect ? 

Do not think it. Great men do not play stage 
tricks with the doctrines of life and death : only 
little men do that. Milton means what he says ; 
and means it with his might too — is going to put 
the whole strength of his spirit presently into 
the saying of it. For though not a lover of false 
bishops, he was a lover of true ones ; and the 
Lake-pilot is here, in his thoughts, the type and 
head of true episcopal power. For Milton reads 
that text, I will give jinto t hee t he keys J]l_the 
kingdo m of H eaven.” quite honestly. Puritan 
though he be, he would not blot it out of the 
book because there have been bad bishops ; nay, 
in order to understand him, we must understand 
that verse first ; it will not do to eye it askance, 
or whisper it under our breath, as if it were a 
weapon of an adverse sect. It is a solemn, uni- 
versal assertion, deeply to be kept in mind by 
all sects. But perhaps we shall be better able to 
reason on it if we go on a little farther, and come 
back to it. For clearly this marked insistence on 
the power of the trUe episcopate is to make us 
feel more weightily what is to be charged against 
the false claimants of episcopate ; or generally, 
against false claimants of power and rank in the 
body of the clergy : they who, ‘‘ foiiJjiei r b e lli es’ 
sake, creep, and intrude, and olimb into tlm fold ” 

21. Never think Milton uses those three words 
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to fill up his verse, as a loose writer would. He 
needs all the three ; — specially those three, and 
no more than those — “ creep,” and “ intrude,” 
and climb ” ; no other words would or could 
serve the turn, and no more could be added. 
For they exhaustively comprehend the three 
classes, correspondent to the three characters, of 
men who dishonestly seek ecclesiastical power. 
First, those who “ creep ” into the fold ; who 
do not care for office, nor name, but for secret 
influence, and do all things occultly and cunningly, 
consenting to any servility of office or conduct, so 
only that tliey may intimately discern, and un- 
awares direct, the minds of men. Then those 
who ‘‘ intrude ” (thrust, that is) themselves into 
the fold, who by natural insolence of heart, and 
stout eloquence of tongue, and fearlessly per- 
severant self-assertion, obtain hearing and autho- 
rity with the common crowd. Lastly, those who 

climb,” who, by labour and learning, both 
stout and sound, but selfishly exerted in the 
cause of their own ambition, gain high dignities 
and authorities, and become “ lords over the 
heritage,” though not “ ensamples to the flock.” 
22. Now go on : — 

“ Of other care they little reckoning make, 

Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast. 
Blind mouths ” 

I pause again, for this is a strange expression : 
a broken metaphor, one might think, careless and 
unscholarly. 

Not so ; its very audacity and pithiness are 
intended to make us look close at the phrase and 
remember it. Those two monosyllables express 
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the precisely accurate contraries of right char- 
acter, in the two great offices of the Church — 
those of bishop and pastor. 

A Bishop ” means ‘‘ a person who sees.” 

A Pastor ” means a peTsbrTwirb T«^s.” 

TheTiiost unbishoply character a man can have 
is therefore to be Blind. 

The most unpastoral is, instead of feeding, to 
want to be fed, — to be a Mouth. 

Take the two reverses together, and you have 
‘‘ blind mouths.” We may advisably follow out 
this idea a little, j Nearly all the evils in the 
Church have arisen from bishops desiring power 
more than light. They want authority, not out- 
look. Whereas their real office is not to rule ; 
though it may be vigorously to exhort and re- 
buke ; it is the king’s office to rule ; the bishop’s 
office is to oversee the flock ; to number it, sheep 
by sheep ; to be ready always to give full account 
of it. Now, it is clear he cannot give account of 
the souls, if he has not so much as numbered 
the bodies, of his flock.*'' The first thing, therefore, 
that a bishop has to do is at least to put himself 
in a position in which, at any moment, he can 
obtain the history, from childhood, of every living 
soul in his diocese, and of its present state. Down 
in that back street, Bill, and Nancy, knocking 
each other’s teeth out ! — Does the bishop know 
all about it ? Has he his eye upon them ? Has 
he had his eye upon them ^ Can he circum- 
stantially explain to us how Bill got into the 
habit of beating Nancy about the head ? If he 
cannot he is no bishop, though he had a mitre 
as high as Salisbury steeple ; he is no bishop, — 
he has sought to be at the helm instead of the 
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mast-head ; he has no sight of things. “ Nay,” 
you say, “ it is^iiqt his duty to look after Bill 
in the backv^reoL” What ! the fat sheep that 
have full fleeces — you think it is only those he 
should look after, while (go back to your Milton) 
“ the hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,) 
besides what the grim wolf, with privy paw 
(bishops knowing nothing about it) ‘‘ daily de-" 
vours apace, and nothing said ” ? 

“ But that’s not our idea of a bishop.” ^ Per- 
haps not ; but it was St. Paul’s ; and it was 
Milton’s. They may be right, or we may be ; 
but we must not think we are reading either one 
or the other by putting our meaning into their 
words. 

23. I go on. 

“ But, swoln with wind, and the rank mist they draw.’' 

This is to meet the vulgar answer that “ if the 
poor are not looked after in their bodies, they 
are in their souls ; they have spiritual food.” 

And Milton says, “ They have no such thing 
as spiritual food ; they are only swollen with 
wind. At first you may think that is a coarse 
type, and an obscure one. But again, it is a 
quite literally accurate one. Take up your Latin 
and Greek dictionaries, and find ouf^the mean- 
ing of “ Spirit.” It is only a contraction of the 
Latin word ‘‘ breath,” and an indistinct transla- 
tion of the Greek word for “ wind.”v The same 
word is used in writing, “ The wind bloweth where 
it listeth ” ; and in writing, “ So is every one 
that is born of the Spirit ” ; born of the hreath, 
that is ; for it means the breath of God, in soul 

^ Compare the 13th Letter in “ Time and Tide.” [1871.] 
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and body. We have the true sense of it in our 
words “inspiration” and “expire.” Now there 
are two kinds of breath with which the flock may 
be filled ; God’s breath and man’s. The breath 
of God is health, and life, and peace to them, as 
the air of heaven is to the flocks on the hills ; 
but man’s breath — the word which he calls 
spiritual — is disease and cbhta^oii to them, as 
the fog of the fen. They rot inwardly with it; 
they are puffed up by it, as a dead body by 
the vapours of its own decomposition. This is 
literally true of all false religious teaching ; the 
ftrst and last, and fatalest sign of it, is that 

puffing up.”y Your converted children, who 
tfeach their parents ; your converted convicts, 
who teach honest men ; your converted dunces, 
who, having lived in cretinous stupefaction half 
their lives, suddenly awaking to the fact of there 
being a God, fancy themselves therefore His 
peculiar people and messengers ; your sectarians 
of every species, small and great. Catholic or 
Protestant, of high church or low, in so far as 
they think themselves exclusively in^ the right 
and others wrong ; and pre-eminently, in every 
sect, those who hold that men can be saved by 
thinking rightly instead of doing rightly, by word 
instead of act, and wish instead of work these 
are the true fog children — clouds, these, without 
water ; bodies, these, of pi^rescent vapour and 
skin, without blood or flesh : blown bag-pipes for 
the fiends to pipe with — corrupt, and corrupting, 
^‘^wollen with wind, and the rank mist they 
draw.” 

24. Lastly, let us return to the lines respecting 
the power of the keys, for now we can understand 
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them. Note the difference between Milton and 
Dante in their interpretation of this power : for 
once, the latter is weaker in thought ; he sup- 
poses both the keys to be of the gate of heaven ; 
one is of gold, the other of silver : they are 
given by St. Peter to the sentinel angel ; and it 
is not easy to determine the meaning either of 
the substances of the three steps of the gate, or 
of the two keys. But Milton makes one, of gold, 
the key of heaven ; the other, of iron, the key 
of the prison in which the wicked teachers are 
to be bound who “ have taken away the key of 
knowledge, yet entered not in themselves.” 

We have seen that the duties of bishop and 
pastor are to see, and feed ; and of all who do 
so it is s^id, ‘‘ He that watereth, shall be watered 
also himself.” But the reverse is truth also. He 
that watereth not, shall be withered himself ; and 
he that seeth not, shall himself be shut out of 
sight — shut into the perpetual prison-hbuse. And 
that prison opens here, as well as hereafter ; he 
who is to be bound in heaven must first be bound 
on earth.- That command to the strong angels, 
of which the rock-apostle is the image, ‘‘ Take 
him, and bind him hand and foot, and cast him 
out,” issues, in its measure, against the teacher, 
for every help withheld, and for every truth 
refused, and for every falsehood enforced ; so 
that he is more strictly fettered the more he 
fetters, and farther outcast as he more and more 
misleads, till at last the bars of the iron cage 
close upon him, and as “ the golden opes, the 
iron shuts amain.” 

25. We have got something out of the lines, I 
think, and much more is yet to be found in 
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them ; but we have done enough by way of 
example of the kind of word-by-word examina- 
tion of your author which is rightly called “ read- 
ing ” ; watching every accent and expression, 
and putting ourselves always in the author’s 
place, annihilating our own personality, and seek- 
ing to enter into his, so as to be able assuredly 
to say, Thus Milton thought,” not “ Thus / 
thought, in mis-reading Milton.” And by this 
process you will gradually come to attach leoS 
weight to your own “ Thus I thought ” at other 
times. You will begin to perceive that what you 
thought was a matter of no serious importance ; — 
that your thoughts on any subject are not per- 
haps the clearest and wisest that could be arrived 
at thereupon : — in fact, that unless you are a 
very singular person, you cannot be said to 
have any “ thoughts ” at all ; that you have no 
materials for them, in any serious matters ; ^ — 
no right to “ think,” but only to try to learn 
more of the facts. Nay, most probably all your 
life (unless, as I said, you are a singular person) 
you will have no legitimate right to an “ opinion ” 
on any business, except that instantly under your 
hand. What must of necessity be done, you can 
always find out, beyond question, how to do. 
Have you a house to keep in order, a commodity 
to sell, a field to plough, a ditch to cleanse ? 
There need be no two opinions about the pro- 
ceedings ; it is at your peril if you have not 
much more than an opinion ” on the way to 
manage such matters. And also, outside of your 

1 Modern “Education” for the most part signifies giving 
people the faculty of thinking wrong on every conceivable 
subject of importance to them. [1871.] 
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own business, there are one or two subjects on 
which you are bound to have but one opinion. 
That roguery and lying are objectionable, and 
are instantly to be flogged out of the way when- 
ever discovered ; — that covetousness and love of 
quarrelling are dangerous dispositions even in 
children, and deadly dispositions in men and 
nations ; — that in the end, the God of heaven and 
earth loves active, modest, and kind people, and 
hates idle, proud, greedy, and cruel ones ; — on 
these general facts you are bound to have but 
one, and that a very strong, opinion. For the 
rest, respecting religions, governments, sciences, 
arts, you will find that, on the whole, you can 
know NOTHING, — judge nothing ; that the best 
you can do, even though you may be a well- 
educated person, is to be silent, and strive to be 
wiser every day, and to understand a little more 
of the thoughts of others, which so soon as you 
try to do honestly, you will discover that the 
thoughts even of the wisest are very little more 
than pertinent questions. To put the difficulty 
into a clear shape, and exhibit to you the grounds 
for indecision, that is all they can generally do 
for you ! — and well for them and for us, if in- 
deed they are able ‘‘ to mix the music with our 
thoughts, and sadden us with heavenly doubts.’’ 
This writer, from whom I have been reading to 
you, is not among the first or wisest ; he sees 
shrewdly as far as he sees, and therefore it is 
easy to find out his full meaning ; but with the 
greater men, you cannot fathom their meaning ; 
they do not even wholly measure it themselves, 
— it is so wide. Suppose I had asked you, 
for instance, to seek for Shakespeare’s opinion. 
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instead of Milton’s, on this matter of Church 
authority ? — or of Dante’s ? Have any of you, 
at this instant, the least idea what either thought 
about it ? Have you ever balanced the scene 
with the bishops in Richard III. against the 
character of Cranmer ? the description of St. 
Francis and St. Dominic against that of him 
who made Virgil wonder to gaze upon him, — 
“ disteso, tanto vilmente, neU’ eterno esilio ” ; or 
of him whom Dante stood beside, “ come ’1 frate 
che confessa lo perfido assassin ” ? ^ Shakespeare 
and 41ighi^i knew men better than most of us, 
I presume ! They were both in the^idst of 
the main struggle between the t cmpqm l and 
spiritual powers. They had an opinion, we may 
guess. But where is it? Bring it into c^urt ! 
Put Shakespeare’s or Dan^S creed into articles, 
and send it up for trial by the Ecclesiastical 
Courts ! ^ ^ 
26. You will not be able, I tell you again, for 
many and many a day, to come at the real pur- 
poses and teaching of these great men ; but a 
very little honest study of them will enable you 
to perceive that what you took for your own 
“ judgment ” was mere chance prejudice, and 
drifted, helpless, entangled weed of castaway 
thought ; nay, you will see that most men’s 
minds are indeed little better than rough heath 
wilderness, neglected and stubborn, partly barren, 
partly overgrown with pestilent brakes, and 
venomous, wind-sown herbage of evil surmise ; 
that the first thing you have to do for them, 
and yourself, is eagerly and scornfully to set 
fire to this ; burn all the jungle into wholesome 

1 Inf. xxiii. 125, 126 ; xix. 49, 50. 
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ash-heaps, and then plough and sow. All the true 
literary work before you, for life, must begin with 
obedience to that order, “ Break up your fallow 
ground, and sow not mnong thorns T 

27. II.i Having then faithfully listened to the 
great teachers, that you may enter into their 
Thoughts, you have yet this higher advance to 
make ; — you have to enter into their Hearts. 
As you go to them first for clear sight, so you 
must stay with them, that you may share at 
last their just and mighty Passion. Passion, or 
‘‘ sensation.” I am not afraid of the word ; still 
less of the thing. You have heard many out- 
cries agapist sensation lately ; but, I can tell you, 
it is not less sensation we want, but more. The 
ennobling difference between one man and an- 
other, — between one animal and another, — is pre- 
cisely in this, that one feels more than another. 
If we were sponges, perhaps sensation might not 
be easily got for us ; if wc were earth-worms, 
liable at every instant to be cut in two by the 
spade, perhaps too much sensation might not be 
good for us. But being human creatures, it is 
good for us ; nay, we are only human in so far 
as we are sensitive, and our honour is precisely 
in proportion to our passion. 

28. You know I said of that great and pure 
society of the Dead, that it would allow “ no vain 
or vulgar person to enter there.” What do you 
think I meant by a ‘‘ vulgar ” person ? What do 
you yourselves mean by “ vulgarity ” ? You will 
find it a fruitful subject of thought ; but, briefly, 
the essence of all vulgarity lies in want of sensa- 
tion. Simple and innocent vulgarity is merely 

1 Compare § 13 above. [1871.] 
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an untrained and undeveloped bluntness of body 
and mind ; but in true inbred vulgarity, there 
is a dreadful callousness, which, in extremity, 
becomes capable of every sort of bestial habit 
and crime, without fear, without pleasure, with- 
out horror, and without pity. It is in the blunt 
hand and the dead heart, in the diseased habit, 
in the hardened conscience, that men become 
vulgar ; they are for ever vulgar, precisely in 
proportion as they are incapable of sympathy — 
of quick understanding, — of all that, in deep 
insistence on the common, but most accurate 
term, may be called the “ tact ” or touch- 
faculty,” of body and soul : that tact which 
the Mimosa has in trees, which the pure woman 
has above all creatures ; — fineness and fulness of 
sensation, beyond reason ; — the guide and sancti- 
fier of reason itself. Reason can but determine 
what is true : — it is the God-given passion of 
humanity which alone can recognise what God 
has made good. 

29. We come then to that great concourse of 
the Dead, not merely to know from them what 
is true, but chiefly to feel with them what is just. 
Now, to feel with them, we must be like them ; 
and none of us can become that without pains. 
As the true knowledge is disciplined and tested 
knowledge, — not the first thought that comes, — 
so the true passion is disciplined and tested 
passion, — not the first passion that comes. The 
first that come are the vain, the false, the 
treacherous ; if you yield to them, they will 
lead you wildly and far, in vain pursuit, in hollow 
enthusiasm, till you have no true purpose and no 
true passion left. Not that any feeling possible 
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to humanity is in itself wrong, but only wrong 
when undisciplined. Its nobility is in its force 
and justice ; it is wrong when it is weak, and 
felt for paltry cause. There is a mean wonder, 
as of a child who sees a juggler tossing golden 
balls, and this is base, if you will. But do you 
think that the wonder is ignoble, or the sensation 
less, with which every human soul is called to 
watch the golden balls of heaven tossed through 
the night by the Hand that made them ? There 
is a mean curiosity, as of a child opening a for- 
bidden door, or a servant prying into her master’s 
business ; — and a noble curiosity, questioning, in 
the front of danger, the source of the great river 
beyond the sand, — the place of the great con- 
tinent beyond the sea ; — a nobler curiosity still, 
which questions of the source of the River of Life, 
and of the space of the Continent of Heaven — 
things which “ the angels desire to look into.” 
So the anxiety is ignoble, with which you linger 
over the course and catastrophe of an idle tale ; 
but dd you think the anxiety is less, or greater, 
with which you watch, or ought to watch, the 
dealings of fate and destiny with the life of an 
agonised nation ? Alas ! it is the narrowness, 
selfishness, minuteness, of your sensation that 
you have to deplore in England at this day ; — 
sensation which spends itself in bouquets and 
speeches ; in revellings and junketings ; in sham 
fights and gay puppet shows, while you can look 
on and see noble nations murdered, man by man, 
without an effort or a tear. 

30. I said “ minuteness ” and “ selfishness ” of 
sensation, but it would have been enough to 
have said ‘‘ injustice ” or “ unrighteousness ” of 



sensation. For { 
better to be disc 
in nothing is a gt 

been) better to be discerned from a mob, than 
in this, — that their feelings are constant and just, 
results of due contemplation, and of equal thought. 
You can talk a mob into anything ; its feelings 
may be — usually are — on the whole, generous and 
right ; but it has no foundation for them, no 
hold of them ; you may tease or tickle it into 
any, at your pleasure ; it thinks by infection, for 
the most part, catching an opinion like a cold, 
and there is nothing so little that it will not roar 
itself wild about, when the fit is on ; — nothing so 
great but it will forget in an hour, when the fit 
is past. But a gentleman’s, or a gentle nation’s, 
passions are just, measured, and continuous. A 
great nation, for instance, does not spend its 
entire national wits for a couple of months in 
weighing evidence of a single ruffian’s having done 
a single murder ; and for a couple of years see 
its own children murder each other by their 
thousands or tens of thousands a day, considering 
only what the effect is likely to be on the price 
of cotton, land caring nowise to determine which 
side of battle is in the wrong. Neither does a 
great nation send its poor little boys to jail for 
stealing six walnuts ; and allow its bankrupts to 
steal their hundreds of thousands with a bow, 
and its bankers, rich with poor men’s savings, to 
close their doors under circumstances over which 
they have no control,” with a “ by your leave ” ; 
and large landed estates to be bought by men 
who have made their money by going with armed 
steamers up and down the China Seas, selling 
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opium at the cannon’s mouth, and altering, for 
the benefit of the foreign nation, the common 
highwayman’s demand of “ your money or your 
life,” into that of your money and your life.” 
Neither does a great nation allow the lives of its 
innocent poor to be parched out of them by fog 
fever, and rotted out of them by dunghill plague, 
for the sake of sixpence a life extra per week to 
its landlords ; ^ and then debate, with drivelling 
tears, and diabolical sympathies, whether it ought 
not piously to save, and nursingly cherish, the 
lives of its murderers. Also, a great nation having 
made up its mind that hanging is quite the whole- 
somest process for its homicides in general, can 
yet with mercy distinguish between the degrees 
of guilt in homicides ; and does not yelp like a 
pack of frost-pinched wolf-cubs on the blood- 
track of an unhappy crazed boy, or grey-haired 
clodpate Othello, “ perplexed i’ the extreme,” at 
the very moment that it is sending a Minister of 
the Crown to make polite speeches to a man who 
is bayoneting young girls in their fathers’ sight, 
and killing noble youths in cool blood, faster 
than a country butcher kills lambs in spring. 
And, lastly, a great nation does not mock Heaven 
and its Powers, by pretending belief in a revela- 
tion which asserts the love of money to be the 
root of all evil, and declaring, at the same time, 
that it is actuated, and intends to be actuated, 
in all chief national deeds and measures, by no 
other love. 

31. My friends, I do not know why any of 
us should talk about reading. We want some 

^ See note at end of lecture. I have put it in lar^e type, 
because the course of matters since it was written [1865] has 
made it perhaps better worth attention. [1871. J 
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sharper discipline than that of reading ; but, at 
all events, be assured, we cannot read. No read- 
ing is possible for a people with its mind in this 
state. No sentence of any great writer is in- 
telligible to them. It is simply and sternly im- 
possible for the English public, at this moment, 
to understand any thoughtful writing, — so in- 
capable of thought has it become in its insanity 
of avarice. Happily, our disease is, as yet, little 
worse than this inc^apacity of thought ; it is not 
corruption of the inner nature ; we ring true 
still, when anything strikes home to us ; and 
though the idea that everything should “ pay ” 
has infected our every purpose so deeply, that 
even when we would play the good Samaritan, 
we never take out our two pence and give them 
to the host, without saying, When I come 
again, thou shalt give me fourpence,” there is a 
capacity of noble passion left in our hearts’ core. 
We show it in our work — in our war, — even in 
those unjust domestic affections which make us 
furious at a small private wrong, while we are 
polite to a boundless public one : we are still 
industrious to the last hour of the day, though 
we add the gambler’s fury to the labourer’s 
patience ; we are still brave to the death, though 
incapable of discerning true cause for battle ; 
and are still true in affection to our own flesh, 
to the death, as the sea-monsters are, and the 
rock-eagles. And there is hope for a nation while 
this can be still said of it. As long as it holds 
its life in its hand, ready to give it for its honour 
(though a foolish honour), for its love (though a 
selfish love), and for its business (though a base 
business), there is hope for it. But hope only ; 
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for this instinctive, reckless virtue cannot last. 
No nation can last, which has made a mob of 
itself, however generous at heart. It must dis- 
cipline its passions, and direct them, or they will 
discipline it, one day, with scorpion-whips. • Above 
all, a nation cannot last as a money-making mob : 
it cannot with impunity, — it cannot with exist- 
ence, — go on despising literature, despising science, 
despising art, despising nature, despising com- 
passion, and concentrating its soul on Pence. 
Do you think these are harsh or wild words ? 
Have patience with me but a little longer. I will 
prove their truth to you, clause by clause. 

32. (I.) I say first we have despised literature. 
What do we, as a nation, care about books ? 
How much do you think we spend altogether on 
our libraries, public or private, as compared with 
what we spend on our horses ? If a man spends 
lavishly on his library, you call him mad — a 
bibliomaniac. But you never call any one a 
horse-maniac, though men ruin themselves every 
day by their horses, and you do not hear of 
people ruining themselves by their books. Or, 
to go lower still, how much do you think the 
contents of the book-shelves of the United King- 
dom, public and private, would fetch, as com- 
pared with the contents of its wine-cellars ? What 
position would its expenditure on literature take, 
as compared with its expenditure on luxurious 
eating ? We talk of food for the mind, as of food 
for the body : now a good book contains such 
food inexhaustibly ; it is a provision for life, and 
for the best part of us ; yet how long most people 
would look at the best book before they would 
give the price of a large turbot for it ! Though 
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there have been men who have pinched their 
stomachs and bared their backs to buy a book, 
whose libraries were cheaper to them, I think, in 
the end, than most men’s dinners are. We are 
few of us put to such trial, and more the pity ; 
for, indeed, a precious thing is all the more 
precious to us. if it has been won by work or 
economy ; and if public libraries were half as 
costly as public dinners, or books cost the tenth 
part of what bracelets do, even foolish men ami 
women might sometimes suspect there was good 
in reading, as well as in munching and sparkling ; 
whereas the very cheapness of literature is making 
even wise people forget that if a book is worth 
reading, it is worth buying. No book is worth 
anything which is not worth much ; nor is it 
serviceable, until it has been read, and re-read, 
and loved, and loved again ; and marked, so 
that you can refer to the passages you want in 
it, as a soldier can seize the weapon he needs in 
an armoury, or a housewife bring the spice she 
needs from her store. Bread of flour is good ; 
but there is bread, sweet as honey, if we would 
eat it, in a good book ; and the family must be 
poor indeed which, once in their lives, cannot, 
for such multipliable barley-loaves, pay their 
baker’s bill. We call ourselves a rich nation, and 
we are filthy and foolish enough to thumb each 
other’s books out of circulating libraries ! 

33. (II.) I say we have despised science. 
“ What ! ” you exclaim, ‘‘ are we not foremost 
in all discovery,^ and is not the whole world 

1 Since this was written, the answer has become definitely — 
No ; we having surrendered the field of Arctic discovery to 
the Continental nations, as being ourselves too poor to pay 
for ships. [1871.] 
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giddy by reason, or unreason, of our inven- 
tions ? ” Yes, but do you suppose that is national 
work ? That work is all done in sfiie of the 
nation ; by private people’s zeal and money. 
We are glad enough, indeed, to make our profit 
of science ; we snap up anything in the way of 
a scientific bone that has meat on it, eagerly 
enough ; but if the scientific man comes for a 
bone or a crust to us, that is another story. What 
have we publicly done for science ? We are 
obliged to know what o’clock it is, for the safety 
of our ships, and therefore we pay for an Obser- 
vatory ; and we allow ourselves, in the person 
of our Parliament, to be annually tormented 
into doing something, in a slovenly way, for the 
British Museum ; sullenly apprehending that to 
be a place for keeping stuffed birds in, to amuse 
our children. If anybody will pay for their own 
telescope, and resolve another nebula, we cackle 
over the discernment as if it .were our own ; if 
one in ten thousand of our hunting squires sud- 
denly perceives that the earth was indeed made 
to be something else than a portion for foxes, and 
burrows in it himself, and tells us where the gold 
is, and where the coals, we understand that there 
is some use in that ; and very properly knight 
him : but is the accident- of his having found out 
how to employ himself usefully any credit to us ? 
(The negation of such discovery among his brother 
squires may perhaps be some discredit, to us, .if 
we would consider of it.) But if you doubt these 
generalities, here is one fact for us all to meditate 
upon, illustrative of our love of science. Two 
years ago there was a collection of the fossils of 
Solenhofen to be sold in Bayaria : the best in 
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existence, containing many specimens unique for 
perfectness, and one, unique as an example of 
a species (a whole kingdom of unknown living 
creatures being announced by that fossil). This 
collection, of which the mere market worth, among 
private buyers, would probably have been some 
thousand or twelve hundred pounds, was offered 
to the English nation for seven hundred : but we 
would not give seven hundred, and the whole 
series would have been in the Munich museum at 
this moment, if Professor Qwcn ^ had not, with 
loss of his own time, and patient tormenting of 
the British public in person of its representatives, 
got leave to give four hundred pounds at once, 
and himself become answerable for the other three 1 
which the said public will doubtless pay him 
^"entually, but sulkily, and caring nothing about 
the matter all the while ; only always ready 
to cackle if any credit comes of it. Consider, I 
beg of you, arithmetically, what this fact means. 
Your annual expenditure for public purposes (a 
third of it for military apparatus) is at least fifty 
millions. Now £700 is to £50,000,000, roughly, 
as seven-pence to two thousand pounds. Suppose, 
then, a gentleman of unknown income, but whose 
wealth was to be conjectured from the fact that he 
spent two thousand a year on his park walls and 
footmen only, professes himself fond of science; 
and that one of his servants comes eagerly to tell 
hirti that an unique collection of fossils, giving 
clue to a new era of creation, is to be had for the 

1 I state this fact without Professor Owen's permission, 
which of course he could not with propriety have granted, had 
I asked it; but I consider it so important that the public 
should be aware of the fact, that I do what seems to me right, 
though rude 



62 


SESAME AND LILIES 


sum of seven-pence sterling ; and that the gentle- 
man, who is fond of science, and spends two 
thousand a year on his park, answers, after keep- 
ing his servant waiting several months, “Well ! 
I’ll give you fourpence for them, if you will be 
answerable for the extra threepence yourself, 
till next year ! ” 

34. (III.) I say you have despised Art ! 
“What!’’ you again answer, “have we not 
Art exhibitions, miles long ? and do not we 
pay thousands of pounds for single pictures ? 
and have we not Art schools and institutions, 
more than ever nation had before ? ” Yes, 
truly, but all that is for the sake of the shop. 
You would fain sell canvas as well as coals, 
and crockery as well as iron ; you would take 
every other nation’s bread out of its mouth if 
you could ; ^ not being able to do that, your 
ideal of life is to stand in tl^ thomughfares of 
the world, like Ludgate appre^ic^, screaming 
to every passer-by, “ What d’ye lack ? ” You 
know nothing of your own faculties or circum- 
stances ; you fancy that, among your damp, flat, 
fat fields of clay, you can have as quick art-fancy 
as the Frenchman among his bronzed vines, or 
the Italian under his volcaigiic^^clifej^that Art 
may be learned as bogk-keeping ^is^ and when 
learned, will give you more books to keep. You 
care for pictures, absolutely, no more than you 
do for the bills pasted on your dead walls. There 
is always room on the wall for the bills to be read, 
— never for the pictures to be seen. You do not 

1 That was our real idea of “ Free Trade” — “ All the trade 
to myself.” You find now that by “ competition” other people 
can manage to sell something as well as you — and now we call 
for Protection again. Wretches ! [1871.] 
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know what pictures you have (by repute) in the 
country, nor whether they are false or true, nor 
whether they are taken care of or not ; in foreign 
countries, you calmly see the noblest existing pic- 
tures in the world rotting in abandpne^d wreck— 
(in Venice you saw the Austrian guns deliberately 
pointed at the palaces containing them), and if 
you heard that all the fine pictures in Europe were 
made into sand-bags to-morrow on the Austrian 
forts, it would not trouble you so much as the 
chance of a brace or two of game less in your own 
bag s, in a day’s shooting. That is your national 
Tow of Art. 

35. (IV.) You have despised nature ; that is to 
say, all the deep and sensations of natural 

scenery. The French 'revolutionists made, stables 
of the cathedrals of France ; you have made 
racecourses of the cathedrals of the earth. Your 
one conception of pleasure is to drive in railroad 
carriages round their aisles, and eat off their 
altars.^ You feave iput a railroad-bridge over 
the falls of S^^Maus^. You have tunnelled” 
±he cliffs of Lucerne by Tell’s chapel : you have 
destroyed the Clarens shore of the Lake of Geneva ; 
there is not a quiet valley in England that you 
have not filled with be llowm g^ fire ; there is no 
particle left of EngUsh land which you have not 
trampled coal ashes into ^ — nor any foreign city 

1 I meant that the beautiful places of the world — Switzer- 
land, Italy, South Germany, and so on— are, indeed, the truest 
cathedrals — places to be reverent in, and to worship in : and 
that we only care to drive through them ; and to eat and drink 
at their most sacred places. [1871,] 

2 I was singularly struck, some years ago, by finding all the 
river shore at Richmond, in Yorkshire, black in its earth, from 
the mere drift of soot-laden air from places many miles away. 
[1871.] 



64 SESAME AND LILIES 

in which the spread of your presence is not marked 
among its fair old streets and happy gardens by a 
consuming white leprosy of new hotels and per- 
fumers’ shops : the Alps themselves, which your 
own poets used to love so reverently^ you look 
upon as soaped poles in a b ear-gard en, which you 
set yourselves to climb and slide down again, 
with “ shrieks of delight.” When you are past 
shrieking, having no human articulate voice to 
say you are glad with, you fill the quietude of 
their valleys with gunpowder blasts, and rush 
home, red with cutaneous eruption of conceit, 
\nd volu ble with convulsive hiccough of self- 
satisfaction. I think nearly the t\^o sorrowfullest 
spectacles I have ever seen in humanity, taking the' 
deep inner significance of them, are the English 
mobs in the valley of Chamouni, amusing them- 
selves with firing rusty howi^r s ; and the Swiss 
^ontagers of Zurich expressing their Christian 
thanks for the gift ol t^ vine, by gambling in 
knots in the “ t owers ^f the viney&ds,” and 
slowly loading and firing horse-pistols from morn- 
ing till evening. It is pitiful, to have dim con- 
ceptions of duty ; more pitiful, it seems to me, 
to have conceptionsi like these, of mirth. 

36. Lastly. You despise compassion. There 
is no need of words of mine for proof of this. I 
will merely print one of the newspaper paragraphs 
which I am in the habit of cutting out and throwing 
into my store-drawer ; here is one from a Daily 
Telegraph of an early date this year (1865) ; ^ 
(date which, though by me carelessly left un- 
marked, is easily discoverable ; for on the back 
of the slip, there is the announcement that 

1 [An, error for The Morning Post ^ Feb. 13, 1865.] 
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“ yesterday the seventh of the special services of 
this year was performed by the Bishop of Ripon 
in St. Paul’s ” ;) it relates only one of such facts 
as happen now daily ; this by chance having taken 
a form in which it came before the coroner. I 
will print the paragraph in red. Be sure, the 
facts themselves are written in that colour, in a 
book which we shall all of us, literate or illiterate, 
have to read our page of, some day. 

An inquiry was held on Friday by Mr. Richards, 
deputy coroner, at the White Horse tavern, Christ 
Church, Spitalfields, respecting the death of 
Michael Collins, aged 58 years. Mary Collins, a 
miserable-looking woman, said that she lived with 
the deceased ami his son in a room at 2, Cobb’s 
Court, Christ Church.^- Deceased was a “ tr ans- 
latr^r ” of boots. Wjtnf^ went out and bought 
oIT boots ; deceased and his son made them into 
.good ones, and then witness sold them for what 
she could get at the shf)ps, which was very little 
indeed. Deceased and his son used to work night 
and day to try and get a little bread and tea, and 
pay for the room (2s. a week), so as to keep the 
home together. On Friday-night week deceased 
got up from his bench and began to shiver. He 
threw down the boots, saying, “ Somebody else 
must finish them when I am gone, for I can do no 
more.” There was no fire, and he said, “ I would 
be better if I was warm.” Witness therefore took 
two pairs of translated boots ^ to sell at the 
shop, but she could only get 14d. for the two 

1 One of the things which we must very resolutely enforcci 
for the good of all classes, in our future arrangements, must 
be that they wear no “ translated " article of dress. [1871.] 

C 
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pairs, for the people at the shop said, We must 
have our profit.” Witness got 14 lb. of coal, and 
a little tea and bread. Her son sat up the whole 
night to make the “ translations,” to get money, 
but deceased died on Baturday morning. 'Fho 
family never had enough to eat. — Coroner ; It 
seems to me deplorable that you did not go into 
the workhouse.” Witness; “We wanted the 
comforts of our little home.” A juror asked what 
the comforts were, for he only saw a little straw 
in the corner of the room, the windows of whicl\ 
were broken. The witness began to cry, and said 
that they had a quilt and other little things. The 
deceased said he never would go into the work- 
house. In summer, when the season was good, 
they sometimes made as much as JOs. profit in the 
week. They then always saved towards the next 
week, which was generally a bad one. In winter 
they made not half so much. For three years they 
had been getting from bad to worse. — Cornelius 
Collins said that he had assisted his father sinco 
1847. They used to work so far into the night 
that both nearly lost their eyesight. Witness now 
had a film over his eyes. Five years ago de- 
ceased apphed to the parish for aid. The relieving 
officer gave him a 4 lb. loaf, and told him if he 
came again he should get the “ stones.” ^ That 

1 This abbreviation of the penalty of useless labour is curi- 
ously coincident in verbal form with a certain passage which 
some of us may remember. It may perhaps be well to preserve 
beside this paragraph another cutting out of my store-drawer, 
from the Morning Post^ of about a parallel date, Friday, 

March loth, 1865: “The salons of Mme. C , who did 

the honours with clever imitative grace and elegance, were 
crowded with princes, dukes, marquises, and counts — in fact, 
with the same male company as one meets at the parties of the 
Princess Metternich and Madame Drouyn de Lhuys. Some 
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disgusted deceased, and ho would have nothing to 
do with them since. They got worse and worse 
until last Friday week, when they had not even a 
halfpenny to buy a candle. Deceased then lay 
down on the straw, and said he could not live till 
morning. —A juror : “ You are dying of starvation 
yourself, and you ought to go into the house until 
the summer.” — Witness : “ If we went in, we 

should die. When we come out in the summer, 
we shoukl be like people dropped from the sky. 
No one would know us, and we would not have 
even a room. I could work now if I had food, 
for my sight would get better.” Dr. G. P. Walker 
said deceased died from s yncope , from exhaustion 
from want of food. The deceased had had no 
bedclothes. For four months he had had nothing 
but bread to cat. There was not a particle of fat 
in the body. There was no disease, but if there 
had been medical attendance, he might have sur- 
vived the syncope or fainting. The coroner having 

English peers and members of Parliament were present, and 
appeared to enjoy, the animated and dazzlingly improper scene. 
On the second floor the supper tables were loaded with every 
delicacy of the season. That your readers may form some idea 
of the dainty fare of the Parisian demi-monde, I copy the 
menu of the supper, which was served to all the guests (about 
200 ) seated at four o’clock. Choice Yquem, Johannisberg, 
Lathtte, Tokay,, and champagne of the finest vintages were 
served most lavishly throughout the morning. After supper 
dancing was resumed with increased animation, and the ball 
terminated with a chatne diabolique and a cancan d enfer at 
seven in the morning. (Morning service—* Ere the fresh lawns 
appeared, under the opening eyelids of the Morn.') Here is 
the menu : * Consomm^ de volaille k la Bagration : i6 hors- 
d’oeuvres varies, Bouch^es k la Talleyrand. Saumons froids, 
sauce Ravigote. Filets de boeuf en Bellevue, timbales milan- 
aises, chaudfroid de gibier. Dindes truffles. P^t^s de foies 
gras, buissons d’^crevisses, salades v6n6tiennes, gel^es blanches 
aux fruits, gateaux mancini, parisiens et parisiennes. Fro- 
mages glacis. Ananas. Dessert.’ ” 
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remarked upon the painful nature of the ease, tie 
jury returned the following verdict, “ That de- 
ceased died from exhaustion from want of food 
and the common necessaries of life ; also through 
want of medical aid.” 

37. ‘‘ Why would witness not go into the work- 
house ? ” you ask. Well, the poor seem to have 
a prejudice against the workhouse which the rich 
have not ; for of course every one who takes a 
pension from Government goes into the work- 
house on a grand scale : ^ only the workhouses for 
the rich do not involve the idea of work, and 
should be called play-houses. But the poor like 
to die independently, it appears ; perhaps if we 
made the play-houses for them pretty and pleasant 
enough, or gave them their pensions at home, and 
allowed them a little introductory p eculatio n with 
the public money, their minds might be reconciled 
to the conditions. Meantime, here are the facts : 
we make our relief either so insulting to them, 
or so painful, that they rather die than take it 
at our hands ; or, for third alternative, we leave 
them so untaught and foolish that they starve 
like brute creatures^ wild and dumb, not knowing 
what to do, or what to ask, I say, you despise 
compassion ; if you did not, such a newspaper 
paragraph would be as impossible in a Christian 
country as a deliberate assassination permitted 
in its public streets.^ “ Christian,” did I say ? 

1 Please observe this statement, and think of it, and consider 
how it happens that a poor old woman will be ashamed to take 
a shilling a week from the country — but no one is ashamed to 
take a pension of a thousand a year^ [1871.] 

^ I am heartily glad to see such a paper as the Pall Mall 
Gazette established ; for the power of the press in the hands 
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Alas, if we were but wholesomely ww-Christian, 
it would be impossible : it is our imaginary 
Christianity that helps us to commit these crimes, 
for we revel and luxuriate in our faith, for the 
lewd sensation of it ; dressing it up, like every- 
?lLing else, in fiction. The dramatic Christianity 
of the organ and aisle, of dawn-service and 


of highly-educated men, in independent position, and of honest 
purpose, may indeed become all that it has been hitherto vainly 
vaunted to be. Its editor will therefore, I doubt not, pardon 
me, in that, by very reason ot my respect for the journal, I do 
not let pass unnoticed an article in its third number, page 5, 
which was wrong in every word of it, with the intense wrong- 
ness which only an honest man can achieve who has taken a 
false turn of thought in the outset, and is following it, regard- 
less of consequences. It contained at the end this notable 
passage : — 

“The bread of affliction, and the water of affliction — aye, 
and the bedsteads and blankets of affliction, are the very utmost 
that the law ought to give to outcasts merely as outcasts^" I 
merely put beside this expression of the gentlemanly mind of 
England in 1865, a part of the message which Isaiah was 
ordered to “lift up his voice like a trumpet” in declaring to 
the gentlemen of his day: “Ye fast for strife, and to smite 
with the fist of wickedness. Is not this the fast that I have 
chosen, to deal thy bread to the hungry, and that thou bring 
the poor that are cast out (margin, ‘afflicted’) to thy house?” 
The falsehood on which the writer had mentally founded him- 
self, as previously stated by him, was this: “ To confound the 
functions of the dispensers of the poor-rates with those of the 
dispensers of a charitable institution is a great and pernicious 
error.” This sentence is so accurately and exquisitely wrong, 
that its substance must be thus reversed in our minds before 
we can deal with any existing problem of national distress. 
“To understand that the dispensers of the poor-rates are the 
almoners of the nation, and should distribute its alms with a 
geqtleness and freedom of hand as much greater and franker 
than that possible to individual charity, as the collective 
national wisdom and power may be supposed greater than 
those of any single person, is the foundation of all daw re- 
specting pauperism.” (Since this was written the Pall Mall 
Gazette has become a mere party paper — like the rest ; but it 
writes well, and does more good than mischief on the whole.) 
[X871.] 
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twilight-revival — the Christianity which we do not 
fear to mix the mockery of, pictorially, with our 
play about the devil, in our Satanellas, — Roberts, 
— Fausts ; chanting hymns through traceried 
wincfows for background effect, and artistically 
inMulating the Dio ” through variation on 
i^riation of mimicked prayer : (while we distribute 
tract s, next day, for the benefit of uncultivated 
swearers, upon what we suppose to be the significa- 
tion of the Third Commandment ; — ) this gi^- 
lighted, and gas-inspired, Christianity, we are 
triumphant in, and draw back ^e hemi of our 
robes from the touch of th^ nereti^ who dis- 
pute it. But to do a piece of common Christian 
righteousness in a plain English word or deed ; 
to make Christian law any rule of life, and found 
one National act or hope thereon, — we know too 
well what our faith comes to for that ! You 
might sooner get lightning out of incense smoke 
than true action or passion out of your modern 
English religion. You had better get rid of the 
smoke, and the organ pipes, both : leave them, 
and the Gothic windows, and the painted glass, 
to the property man ; give up your carburette d 
hydrogen ghost in one healthy expiration, and 
Jook after L azar us at the doorstep. For there is 
a true ChurchT wherever one hand meets another 
helpfully, and that is the only holy or Mother 
Church which ever was, or ever shall be. 

38. All these pleasures then, and all these 
virtues, I repeat, you nationally despise. You 
have, indeed, men among you who do not ; by 
whose work, by whose strength, by whose hfe, 
by whose death, you live, and never thank them. 
Your wealth, your amusement, your pride, would 
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all be alike impossible, but for those whom you 
scorn or forget. The policeman, who is walking 
up and down the black lane all night to watch the 
guilt you have created there ; and may have his 
brains beaten out, and be maimed for life, at 
any moment, and never be thanked ; the sailor 
wrestling with the sea’s rage ^^he quiet student 
poring over his book or his^’^y ; the common 
worker, without praise, and nearly without bread, 
fulfilling his task as your horses drag your carts, 
hopeless, and spuffi!^^ oUb,ll : these are the men 
by whom England lives ; but they are not the 
nation ; they are only the body and nervous force 
of it, acting still from old habit in a convul- 
sive perseverance, while the mind is gone. Our 
National wish and purpose are only to be amused ; 
our National religion is the perform^cepf church 
ceremonies, and preaching of sc morifi c truths (or 
untruths) to keep the mob quietly at work, while 
we amuse ourselves ; and the necessity for this 
amusement is fastening on us, as a feverous 
disease of parchedthroat and wandering eyes — 
senseless, dissolute^^erciless. How literally that 
word Di^-Ease, the Negation and possibility of 
Ease, expresses the entire moral state of our 
English Industry and its Amusements ! 

39. When men are rightly occupied, their 
amusement grows out of their work, as the colour- 
petals out of a fruitful flower ; — when they are 
faithfully helpful and compassionate, all their 
emotions become steady, deep, perpetual, and 
^vifying to the soul as the natural pulse to the 
body. But now, having no true business, we pour 
our whole masculine energy into the false business 
of money-making ; and having no true emotion, 



72 SESAME AND LILIES 

We must have false emotions dressed up for us 
to play with, not innocently, as children with 
dolls, but guiltily and darkly, as the idolatrous 
Jews with their pictures on cavern walls, which 
men had to dig to detect. The justice we do not 
execute, we mimic in the novel and on the stage ; 
for the beauty we destroy in natur^we substitute 
the metamorphosis of the pantonninej^nd (the 
human nature of us im perati vely requiring awe 
and sorrow of some kind) for the noble grief we 
should have borne with our fellows, and the pure 
tears we should have wept with them, we gloat 
over the pathos of the police court, and gather 
the night-dew of the grave. 

40. It is difficult to estimate the true significance 
of these things ; the facts are frightful enough ; — 
the measure of national fault involved in them is 
perhaps not as great as it would at first seem. We 
permit, or cause, thousands of deaths daily, but 
we mean no harm ; we set fire to houses, and 
ravage peasants’ fields, yet we should be sorry to 
find we had injured anybody. We are still kind 
at heart ; still capable of virtue, but only as 
children are. Chalmers, at the end of his long 
life, having had much power with the public, being 
plagued in some serious matter by a reference to 
“ public opinion,” uttered the impatient exclama- 
tion, “ The public is just a great baby ! ” And 
the reason that I have allowed all these graver 
subjects of thought to mix themselves up with an 
inquiry into methods of reading, is that, the more 
I see of our national faults or miseries, the more 
they resolve themselves into conditions of childisli 
illiterateness and want of education in the most 
ordinary habits of thought. It is, I repeat, not 
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vice, not selfishness, not dnlness of brain, which 
we have to lament ; but an unreachable school- 
boy’s recklessness, only differing from the true 
schoolboy’s in its incapacity of being helped, 
because it acknowledges no master. 

41. There is a curious type of us given in one 
of the lovely, neglected works of the last of our 
great painters. It is a drawing of Kirkby Lons- 
dale churchyard, and of its brook, and valley, and 
hills, and folded morning sky beyond. And un- 
mindful alike of these, and of the dead who have 
left these for other valleys and for other skies, a 
group of schoolboys have piled their little books 
upon a grave, to strike them off with stones. So, 
also, we play with the words of the dead that 
would teach us, and strike them far from us with 
our bitter, reckless will ; little thinking that those 
leaves which the wind scatters had been jhled, 
not only upon a gravestone, but upon the seal of 
an enchanted vault — nay, the gate of a great city 
of sleeping kings, who would awake for us and w^alk 
with us, if we knew but how to call them by their 
names. How often, even if we lift the marble 
entrance gate, do we but wander among those old 
kings in their repose, and finger the robes they 
he in, and stir the crowns on their foreheads, and 
still they are silent to us, and seem but a dusty 
imagery ; because we know not the incantation 
of the heart that would wake them ; — which, if 
they once heard, they would start up to meet us 
in their power of long ago, narrowly to look upon 
us, and consider us ; and, as the fallen kings of 
Hades meet the newly fallen, saying, “ Art thou 
also become weak as we — art thou also become 
one of us ? ” so would these kings, with their 

D 
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undimmed, unshaken diadems, meet us, saying, 
“ Art thou also become pure and mighty of heart 
as we — art thou also become one of us ? ” 

42. Mighty of heart, mighty of mind — mag- 
nanimous ” — to be this, is indeed to be great 
in life ; to become this increasingly, is, indeed, 
to ‘‘ advance in life,” — in life itself — not in the 
trappings of it. My friends, do you remember 
that old Scythian custom, when the head of a 
house died ? How he was dressed in his finest 
dress, and set in his chariot, and carried about to 
his friends' houses ; and each of them placed him 
at his table’s head, and all feasted in his presence ? 
Suppose it were offered to you in plain words, as 
it is offered to you in dire facts, that you should 
gain this Scythian honour, gradually, while you 
yet thought yourself alive. Suppose the offer 
were this : You shall die slowly ; your blood 
shall daily grow cold, your flesh petrify, your heart 
beat at last only as a rusted group of iron valves. 
Your hfe shall fade from you, and sink through 
the earth into the ice of Caina ; but, day by day, 
your body shall be dressed more gaily, and set in 
higher chariots, and have more orders on its breast 
— crowns on its head, if you will. Men shall bow 
before it, stare and shout round it, crowd after it 
up and down the streets ; build palaces for it, 
feast with it at their tables’ heads all the night 
long ; your soul shall stay enough within it to 
know what they do, and feel the weight of the 
golden dress on its shoulders, and the furrow of 
the crown-edge on the skull ; — no more. Would 
you take the offer, verbally made by the death- 
angel ? Would the meanest among us take it,, 
think you ? Yet practically and verily we grasp 
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at it, every one of us, in a measure ; many of us 
grasp at it in its fulness of horror. Every man 
accepts it, who desires to advance in life without 
knowing what life is ; who means only that he is 
to get more horses, and more footmen, and more 
fortune, and more public honour, and — not more 
personal soul. He only is advancing in life, whose 
heart is getting softer, whose blood warmer, 
whose brain quicker, whose spirit is entering into 
Living ^ peace. And the men who have this lif(^ 
in them are the true lords or kings of the earth — 
they, and they only. All other kingships, so far 
as they are true, are only the practical issue and 
expression of theirs ; if less than this, they are 
either dramatic royalties, — costly shows, set off, 
indeed, with real jewels instead of tinsel — but still 
only the toys of nations ; or else, they are no 
royalties at all, but tyrannies, or the mere active 
and practical issue of national folly ; for which 
reason I have said of them elsewhere, ‘‘ Visible 
governments are the toys of some nations, the 
diseases of others, the harness of some, the burdens 
of more.” 

43. But I have no words for the wonder with 
which I hear Kinghood still spoken of, even among 
thoughtful men, as if governed nations were a 
personal property, and might be bought and sold, 
or otherwise acquired, as sheep, of whose flesh their 
king was to feed, and whose fleece he was to 
gather ; as if Achilles’ indignant epithet of. base 
kings, “ people-eating,” were the constant and 
proper title of all monarchs ; and enlargement of 
a king’s dominion meant the same thing as the 
increase of a private man’s estate ! Kings who 

^ 5 ^ <pp6vrj/iia tov nvevfiaro^ ^(orj Kal el piivyi.'* 
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think so, however powerful, can no more be the 
true kings of the nation than gadflies are the kings 
of a horse ; they suck it, and may drive it wild, 
but do not guide it. They, and their courts, and 
their armies are, if one could see clearly, only a 
large species of marsh mosquito, with bayonet 
proboscis and melodious, band-mastered trumpet- 
ing, in the summer air ; the twilight being, perhaps, 
sometimes fairer, but hardly more wholesome, for 
its glittering mists of midge companies. The true 
kings, meanwhile, rule quietly, if at all, and hate 
ruling ; too many of them make “ il gran rifiuto ; 
and if they do jiot, the mob, as soon as they are 
likely to become useful to it, is pretty sure to make 
its gran rifiuto ” of them. 

44. Yet the visible king may also be a true one, 
some day, if ever day comes when he will esti- 
mate his dominion by the force of it, — not the 
geographical boundaries. It matters very little 
whether Trent cuts you a cantel out here, or 
Rhine rounds you a castle less there. But it does 
matter to you, king of men, whether you can 
verily say to this man “ Go,” and he goeth ; 
and to another, Come,” and he cometh. 
Whether you can turn your people, as you caif 
Trent — and where it is that you bid them come, 
and where go. It matters to you, king of men, 
whether your people hate you, and die by you, or 
love you, and live by you. You may measure 
your dominion by multitudes, better than by 
miles ; and count degrees of love-latitude, not 
from, but to, a wonderfully warm and infinite 
equator, 

45. Measure ! — nay, you cannot measure. Who 
shall measure the difference between the power of 
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those who “ do and teach,” and who are greatest 
in the kingdoms of earth, as of heaven — and the 
power of those who undo, and consume — whose 
power, at the fullest, is only the power of the moth 
and the rust ? Strange ! to think how the Moth- 
kings lay up treasures for the moth ; and the 
Rust-kings, who are to their people’s strength as 
rust to armour, lay up treasures for the rust ; 
and the Robber-kings, treasures for the robber ; 
but how few kings have ever laid up treasures that 
needed no guarding — treasures of which, the more 
thieves there were, the better ! Broidered robe, 
only to be rent ; helm and sword, only to be 
dimmed ; jewel and gold, only to be scattered ; 
— there have been three kinds of kings who have 
gathered these. Suppose there ever should arise 
a Fourth order of kings, who had read, in some 
obscure writing of long ago, that there was a 
Fourth kind of treasure, which the jewel and gold 
could not equal, neither should it be valued with 
pure gold. A web made fair in the weaving, by 
Athena’s shuttle ; an armour, forged in divine 
fire by Vulcanian force ; a gold to be mined in 
the very sun’s red heart, where he sets over the 
Delphian cliffs ; — deep- pictured tissue ; — impene- 
trable armour ; — potable gold ; — the three great 
Angels of Conduct, Toil, and Thought, still calling 
to us, and waiting at the posts of our doors, to 
lead us, with their winged power, and guide us, 
with their unerring eyes, by the path which no 
fowl knoweth, and which the vulture’s eye has 
not seen ! Suppose kings should ever arise, who 
heard and believed this word, and at last gathered 
and brought forth treasures of — Wisdom — for 
their people ? 
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46. Think what an amazing business that would 
be! How inconceivable, in the state of our 
present national wisdom'! That we should bring 
up our peasants to a book exercise instead of a 
bayonet exercise ! — organise, drill, maintain with 
pay, and good generalship, armies of thinkers, 
instead of armies of stabbers ! — find national 
amusement in reading-rooms as well as rifle- 
grounds ; give prizes for a fair shot at a fact, as 
well as for a leaden splash on a target. What 
an absurd idea it seems, put fairly in words, that 
the wealth of the capitalists of civilised nations 
should ever come to support literature instead 
of war ! 

47. Have yet patience with me, while I read you 
a single sentence out of the only book, properly 
to be called a book, that I have yet written myself, 
the one that will stand (if anything stand), surest 
and longest of all work of mine : — 

“ It is one very awful form of the operation of wealth 
in Europe that it is entirely capitalists’ wealth which 
supports unjust wars. Just wars do not need so m\ich 
money to support them ; for most of the men who 
wage such, wage them gratis ; but for an unjust war, 
men’s bodies and souls have both to be bought ; and 
the best tools of war for them besides, which makes 
such war costly to the maximum ; not to speak of the 
cost of base fear, and angry suspicion, between nations 
which have not grace nor honesty enough in all their 
multitudes to buy an hour’s peace of mind wdth ; as, 
at present, France and England, purchasing of each 
other ten millions sterling worth of consternation, annu- 
ally (a remarkably light crop, half thorns and half 
aspen leaves, sown, reaped, and granaried by the 
‘ science ’ of the modern political economist, teaching 
covetousness instead of truth). And, all unjust war 
being supportable, if not by pillage of the enemy, only 
by loans from capitalists, these loans are repaid by 
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subsequent taxation of the people, who appear to have 
no will in the matter, the capitalists’ will being the 
primary root of the war ; but its real root is the covet- 
ousness of the whole nation, rendering it incapable of 
faith, frankness, or justice, and bringing about, there- 
fore, in due time, his own separate loss and punishment 
to each person.” 

48. France and England literally, observe, buy 
fanic of each other ; they pay, each of them, for 
ten thousand-thousand-pounds’-worth of terror, 
a year. Now suppose, instead of buying these 
ten milUons’ worth of panic annually, they made 
up their minds to be at peace with each other, and 
buy ten millions’ worth of knowledge annually; 
and that each nation spent its ten thousand 
thousand pounds a year in founding royal libraries, 
royal art galleries, royal museums, royal gardens, 
and places of rest. Might it not be better some 
what for both French and English ? 

49. It will be long, yet, before that comes to 
pass. Nevertheless, I hope it will not be long 
before royal or national libraries will be founded 
in every considerable city, with a royal series of 
books in them ; the same series in every one of 
them, chosen books, the best in every kind, pre- 
pared for that national series in the most perfect 
way possible ; their text printed all on leaves of 
equal size, broad of margin, and divided into 
pleasant volumes, light in the hand, beautiful, and 
strong, and thorough as examples of binders’ 
work ; and that these great libraries will be 
accessible to all clean and orderly persons at all 
times of the day and evening ; strict law being 
enforced for this cleanliness and quietness. 

60. I could shape for you other plans, for art- 
galleries, and for natural history galleries, and for 
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many precious — many, it seems to me, needful — 
things ; but this book plan is the easiest and 
needfullest, and would prove a considerable tonic 
to what we call our British constitution, which 
has fallen dropsical of late, and has an evil thirst, 
and evil hunger, and wants healthier feeding. 
You have got its corn laws repealed for it ; try 
if you cannot get corn laws established for it, 
dealing in a better bread ; — bread made of that 
old enchanted Arabian grain, the Sesame, which 
opens doors ; — doors not of robbers’, but of 
Kings’, Treasuries. 


Note to § 30 

Respecting the increase of rent by the deaths 
of the poor, for evidence of which, see the preface 
to the Medical Officer’s report to the Privy Coun- 
cil, just published, there are suggestions in its 
preface which will make some stir among us, I 
fancy, respecting which let me note these points 
following : — 

There are two theories on the subject of land 
now abroad, and in contention ; both false. 

The first is that, by Heavenly law, there have 
always existed, and must continue to exist, a 
certain number of hereditarily sacred persons to 
whom the earth, air, and water of the world belong, 
as personal property ; of which earth, air, and 
water, these persons may, at their pleasure, per- 
mit, or forbid, the rest of the human race to eat, 
to breathe, or to drink. This theory is not for 
many years longer tenable. The adverse theory 
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is that a division of the land of the world among 
the mob of the world would immediately elevate 
the said mob into sacred personages ; that houses 
would then build themselves, and corn grow of 
itself ; and that everybody would be able to live, 
without doing any work for his living. This 
theory would also be found highly untenable in 
practice. 

It will, however, require some rough experi- 
ments and rougher catastrophes, before the gener- 
ality of persons will be convinced that no law 
concerning anything — least of all concerning land, 
for either holding or dividing it, or renting it 
high, or renting it low — would be of the smallest 
ultimate use to the people, so long as the general 
contest for life, and for the means of life, remains 
one of mere brutal competition. That contest, 
in an unprincipled nation, will take one deadly 
form or another, whatever laws you make against 
it. For instance, it would be an entirely whole- 
some law for England, if it could be carried, that 
maximum limits should be assigned to incomes 
according to classes ; and that every nobleman’s 
income should be paid to him as a fixed salary or 
pension by the nation ; and not squeezed by him 
in variable sums, at discretion, out of the tenants of 
his land. But if you could get such a law passed 
to-morrow, and if, which would be farther necessary, 
you could fix the value of the assigned incomes by 
making a given weight of pure bread legal tender 
for a given sum, a twelvemonth would not pass 
before another currency would have been tacitly 
established, and the power of accumulated wealth 
would have re-asserted itself in some other article, 
or some other imaginary sign. There is only one 

D 2 
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cure for public distress — and that is public educa- 
tion, directed to make men thoughtful, merciful, 
and just. There are, indeed, many laws conceiv- 
able which would gradually better and strengthen 
the national temper ; but, for the most part, they 
are such as the national temper must be much 
bettered before it would bear. A nation in its 
youth may be helped by laws, as a weak child 
by backboards, but when it is old it cannot that 
way strengthen its crooked spine. 

And besides ; the problem of land,?at its worst, 
is a bye one ; distribute the earth as you will, the 
principal question remains inexorable, — Who is 
to dig it ? Which of us, in brief word, is to do 
the hard and dirty work for the rest — and for 
what pay ? Who is to do the pleasant and clean 
work, and for what pay ? Who is to do no 
work, and for what pay ? And there are curious 
moral and religious questions connected with 
these. How far is it lawful to suck a portion of 
the soul out of a great many persons, in order to 
put the abstracted psychical quantities together 
and make one very beautiful or ideal soul ? If 
we had to deal with mere blood instead of spirit, 
(and the thing might literally be done — as it has 
been done with infants before now) — so that it 
were possible by taking a certain quantity of 
blood from the arms of a given number of the 
mob, and putting it all into one person, to make 
a more azure-blooded gentleman of him, the thing 
would of course be managed ; but secretly, I 
should conceive. But now, because it is brain 
and soul that we abstract, not visible blood, it 
can be done quite openly, and we live, we gentle- 
men, on delicatest prey, after the manner of 
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weasels ; that is to say, we keep a certain number 
of clowns digging and ditching, and generally 
stupefied, in order that we, being fed gratis, may 
have all the thinking and feeling to ourselves. 
Yet there is a great deal to be said for this. A 
highly-bred and trained English, French, Austrian, 
or Italian gentleman (much more a lady), is a 
great production, — a better production ttian most 
statues ; being beautifully coloured as well as 
shaped, and plus all the brains ; a glorious thing 
to look at, a wonderful thing to talk to ; and you 
cannot have it, any more than a pyramid or a 
church, but by sacrifice of much contributed life. 
And it is, perhaps, better to build a beai^iful 
human creature than a beautiful dome or steeple 
—and more delightful to look up reverently to a 
creature far above us, than to a wall ; only the 
beautiful human creature will have some duties 
to do in return — duties of living belfry and ram- 
part — of which presently. 



LECTURE If.— LILIES 

OF queens’ gardens 

Be thou glad, oh tj^irsting Desert ; let the desert be made 
cheerful, and bloom as the lily ; and the barren places of 
Jordan shall run wild with wooi” — I saiah xxxv. i. (Sep- 
tuagint. ) 

51. It will, perhaps, be well, as this Lecture is 
the sequel of one previously given, that I should 
shortly state to you my general intention in both. 
The questions specially proposed to you in the 
first, namely, How and What to Read, rose out 
of a far deeper one, which it was my endeavour 
to make you propose earnestly to yourselves, 
namely, Why to Read. I want you to feel, with 
me, that whatever advantage we possess in the 
present day in the diffusion of education and of 
literature, can only be rightly used by any of us 
when we have apprehended clearly what education 
is to lead to, and literature to teach. I wish you 
to see that both well-directed moral training and 
well-chosen reading lead to the possession of a 
power over the ill-guided and illiterate, which is, 
according to the pleasure of it, in the truest 
sense, hingly ; conferring indeed the purest king- 
ship that can exist among men : too many other 
kingships (however distinguished by visible in- 
signia or material power) being either spectral, 

84 
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or tyrannous ; — spectral — that is to say, aspects 
and shadows only of royalty, hollow as death, 
and which only the “ likeness of a kingly crown 
have on ; ” or else tyrannous — that is to say, 
substituting their own will for the law of justice 
and love by which all true kings rule. 

52. There is, then, I repeat — and as I want to 
leave this idea with you, I begin with it, and shall 
end with it — only one pure kind of kingship ; an 
inevitable and eternal kind, crowned or not : the 
kingship, namely, which consists in a stronger 
moral state, and a truer thoughtful state, than 
that of others ; enabling you, therefore, to guide, 
or to raise them. Observe that word “ State ” ; 
we have got into a loose way of using it. It 
means literally the standing and stability of a 
thing ; and you have the full force of it in the 
derived word statue ” — “ the immovable thing.” 
A king’s majesty or “ state,” then, and the right 
of his kingdom to be called a state, depends on 
the movelessness of both : — without tremor, with- 
out quiver of balance ; established and enthroned 
upon a foundation of eternal law which nothing 
can alter, nor overthrow. 

53. Believing that all literature and all educa- 
tion are only useful so far as they tend to confirm 
this calm, beneficent, and therefore kingly, power, 
— first, over ourselves, and, through ourselves, 
over all around us, — I am now going to ask you 
to consider with me, farther, what special portion 
or kind of this royal authority, arising out of noble 
education, may rightly be possessed by women ; 
and how far they also are called to a true queenly 
power, — not in their households merely, but over 
all within their sphere. And in what sense, if 
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they rightly understood and exercised this royal 
or gracious influence, the order and beauty in- 
duced by such benignant power would justify us 
in speaking of the territories over which each of 
them reigned, as “ Queens’ Gardens.” 

54. And here, in the very outset, we are met 
by a far deeper question, which — strange though 
this may seem — remains among many of us yet 
quite undecided, in spite of its infinite importance. 

We cannot determine what the queenly power 
of women should be, until we are agreed what their 
ordinary power should be. We cannot consider 
how education may fit them for any widely ex- 
tending duty, until we are agreed what is their 
true constant duty. And there never was a time 
when wilder words were spoken, or more vain 
imagination permitted, respecting this question 
— quite vital to all social happiness. The rela- 
tions of the womanly to the manly nature, their 
different capacities of intellect or of virtue, seem 
never to have been yet estimated with entire 
consent. We hear of the ‘‘mission” and of the 
“ rights ” of Woman, as if these could ever be 
separate from the mission and the rights of Man ; 
— as if she and her lord were creatures of inde- 
pendent kind, and of irreconcilable claim. This, 
at least, is wrong. And not less wrong — perhaps 
ever more foolishly wrong (for I will anticipate 
thus far what I hope to prove) — is the idea that 
woman is only the shadow and attendant image 
of her lord, owing him a thoughtless and servile 
obedience, and supported altogether in her weak- 
ness, by the pre-eminence of his fortitude. 

This, I say, is the most foolish of all errors 
respecting her who was made to be the helpmate 
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of man. As if he could be helped effectively by 
a shadow, or worthily by a slave ! 

55. Let us try, then, whether we cannot get 
at some clear and harmonious idea (it must be 
harmonious if it is true) of what womanly mind 
and virtue arc in power and office, with respect 
to man’s ; and how their relations, rightly ac- 
cepted, aid and increase the vigour and honour 
and authority of both. 

And now I must repeat one thing I said in the 
last lecture : namely, that the first use of educa- 
tion was to enable us to consult with the wisest 
and the greatest men on all points of earnest 
difficulty. That to use books rightly, was to go 
to them for help : to appeal to them when our 
own knowledge and power of thought failed : to 
be led by them into wider sight, — purer concep- 
tion, — than our own, and receive from them the 
united sentence of the judges and councils of all 
time, against our solitary and unstable opinion. 

Let us do this now. Let us see whether the 
greatest, the wisest, the purest-hearted of all ages 
are agreed in any wise on this point : let us hear 
the testimony they have left respecting what they 
held to be the true dignity of woman and her 
mode of help to man. 

56. And first let us take Shakespeare. 

Note broadly in the outset, Shakespeare has no 
heroes ; — he has only heroines. There is not one 
entirely heroic figure in all his plays, except the 
shght sketch of ^enry the Fifth, exaggerated for 
the purposes of the stage ; and the still slighter 
Valentine in The Two Gentlemen of Verona, In 
his laboured and perfect plays you have no hero. 
Othello would have been one, if his simplicity had 
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not been so great as to leave him the prey of every 
base practice round him ; but he is the only 
example even approximating to the heroic type. 
Coriolanus — Caesar — Antony stand in flawed 
strength, and fall by their vanities ; — Hamlet is 
indolent, and drowsily speculative ; Romeo an 
impatient boy ; the Merchant of Venice languidly 
submissive to adverse fortune ; Kent, in King 
Lear, is entirely noble at heart, but too rough and 
unpolished to be of true use at the critical time, 
and he sinks into the office of a servant only. 
Orlando, no less noble, is yet the despairing toy 
of chance, followed, comforted, saved, by Rosa- 
lind. Whereas there is hardly a play that has 
not a perfect woman in it, steadfast in grave hope, 
and errorless purpose ; Cordelia, Desdemona, 
Isabella, Hermione, Imogen, Queen Catherine, 
Perdita, Sylvia, Viola, Rosalind, Helena, and last,; 
and perhaps loveliest, Virgilia, are all faultless ; 
conceived in the highest heroic type of humanity, 

57. Then observe, secondly, 

, The catastrophe of every play is caused always 
by the folly or fault of a man ; the redemption, 
if there be any, is by the wisdom and virtue of 
a woman, and, failing that, there is nonel The 
catastrophe of King Lear is owing to ms own 
want of judgment, his impatient ’vanity, his mis- 
understanding of his children ; the virtue of his 
one true daughter would have saved him from all 
the injuries of the others, unless he had cast her 
away from him ; as it is, she all but saves him. 

Of Othello I need not trace the tale ; nor the 
one weakness of his so mighty love ; nor the in- 
feriority of his perceptive intellect to that even 
of the second woman character in the play, the 
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Emilia who dies in wild testimony against his 
error : — 

“ Oh, murderous coxcomb ! what should such a fool 

Do with so good a wife ? ” 

In Romeo and Juliet, the wise and brave 
stratagem of the wife is brought to ruinous issue 
by the reckless impatience of her husband. In 
The W interns Tale, and in Cymbeline, the happi- 
ness and existence of -two princely households, 
lost through long years, and imperilled to the 
death by the folly and obstinacy of the husbands, 
are redeemed at last by the queenly patience and 
wisdom of the wives. In Measure for Measure 
the foul injustice of the judge, and the foul 
cowardice of the brother, are opposed to the 
victorious truth and adamantine purity of a 
woman. In Coriolanus, the mother’s counsel, 
acted upon in time, would have saved her son 
from all evil ; his momentary forgetfulness of it 
is his ruin ; her prayer, at last, granted, saves 
him — not, indeed, from death, but from the curse 
of living as the destroyer of his country. 

And what shall I say of Julia, constant against 
the fickleness of a lover who is a mere wicked 
child ? — of Helena, against the petulance and 
insult of a careless youth ? — of the patience of 
Hero, the passion of Beatrice, and the calmly 
devoted wisdom of .the unlessoned girl,” who 
appears among the helplessness, the blindness, 
and the vindictive passions of men, as a gentle 
angel, bringing courage and safety by her presence, 
and defeating the worst malignities of crime by 
what women are fancied most to fail in, — pre- 
cision and accuracy of thought. 
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58. Observe, further, among all the principal 
figures in Shakespeare’s plays, there is only one 
weak woman — Ophelia ; and it is because she 
fails Hamlet at the critical moment, and is not, 
and cannot in her nature be, a guide to him when 
he needs her most, that all the bitter catastrophe 
follows. Finally, though there are three wicked 
women among the principal figures. Lady Macbeth, 
Regan, and Goneril, they are felt at once to be 
frightful exceptions to the ordinary laws of life ; 
fatal in their influence also, in proportion to the 
power for good which they have abandoned. 

Such, in broad light, is Shakespeare’s testimony 
to the position and character of women in human 
life. He represents them as infallibly faithful 
and wise counsellors, — incorruptibly just and pure 
examples, — strong always to sanctify, even when 
they cannot save. 

59. Not as in any wise comparable in knowledge 
of the nature of man, — still less in his under- 
standing of the causes and courses of fate, — but 
only as the writer who has given us the broadest 
view of the conditions and modes of ordinary 
thought in modern society, I ask you next to 
receive the witness of Walter Scott. 

I put aside his merely romantic prose writings 
as of ilo value, and though the early romantic 
poetry is very beautiful, its testimony is of no 
weight, other than that of a. boy’s ideal. But his 
true works, studied from Scottish life, bear a true 
witness ; and, in the whole range of these, there 
are but three men who reach the heroic type ^ 

1 I ought, in order to make this assertion fully understood, 
to have noted the various weaknesses which lower the ideal 
of other great characters of men in the Waverley novels — the 
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• — Dandie Dinmont, Rob Roy, and Clavcrhouse ; 
of these, one is a border farmer ; another a free- 
booter ; the third a soldier in a bad cause. And 
these touch the ideal of heroism only in their 
courage and faith, together with a strong, but 
uncultivated, or mistakenly applied, intellectual 
power ; while his younger men are the gentlemanly 
playthings of fantastic fortune, and only by aid 
(or accident) of that fortune, survive, not vanquish, 
the trials they involuntarily sustain. Of any 
disciplined, or consistent character, earnest in a 
purpose wisely conceived, or dealing with forms 
of hostile evil, definitely challenged and resolutely 
subdued, there is no trace in his conceptions 
of young men. Whereas in his imaginations of 
women, — in the characters of Ellen Douglas, 
of Flora Macivor, Rose Bradwardine, Catherine 
Seyton, Diana Vernon, Lilias Redgauntlet, Alice 
Bridgenorth, Alice Lee, and Jeanie Deans, — with 
endless varieties of grace, tenderness, and in- 
tellectual power, we find in all a quite infallible 
sense of dignity and justice ; a fearless, instant, 
and untiring self-sacrifice, to even the appearance 
of duty, much more to its real claims ; and, finally, 
a patient wisdom of deeply-restrained affection, 
which does infinitely more than protect its objects 
from a momentary error ; it gradually forms, 
animates, and exalts the characters of the un- 
worthy lovers, until, at the close of the tale, we 

selfishness and narrowness of thought in Redgauntlet, the weak 
religious enthusiasm in Edward Glendinning, and the like ; 
and I ought to have noticed that there are several quite perfect 
characters sketched sometimes in the backgrounds ; three — let 
us accept joyously this courtesy to England and her soldiers — 
are English officers : Colonel Gardiner, Colonel Talbot, and 
Colonel Mannering. 
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are just able, and no more, to take patience in 
hearing of their unmerited success. 

So that, in all cases, with Schott as with Shake- 
speare, it is the woman who watches over, teaches, 
and guides the youth ; it is never, by any chance, 
the youth who watches over, or educates, his 
mistress. 

60. Next, take, though more briefly, graver 
testimony — that of the great Italians and Greeks. 
You know well the plan of Dante’s great poem 
— that it is a love-poem to his dead lady ; a song 
of praise for her watch over his soul. Stooping 
only to pity, never to love, she yet saves him from 
destruction — saves him from hell. He is going 
eternally astray in despair ; she comes down from 
heaven to his help, and throughout the ascents of 
Paradise is his teacher, interpreting for him the most 
difficult truths, divine and human; and leading 
him, with rebuke upon rebuke, from star to star. 

I do not insist upon Dante’s conception ; if I 
began, I could not cease : besides, you might think 
this a wild imagination of one poet’s heart. So 
I will rather read to you a few verses of the de- 
liberate writing of a knight of Pisa to his living 
lady, wholly characteristic of the feeling of all 
the noblest men of the thirteenth, or early four- 
teenth, century, preserved among many other 
such records of knightly honour and love, which 
Dante Rossetti has gathered for us from among 
the early Italian poets. 

“ For lo ! thy law is passed 
That this my love should manifestly be 
To serve and honour thee : 

And so I do ; and my delight is full, 

Accepted for the servant of thy rule. 



93 


TL OF QUEENS’ GARDENS 

“ Without almost, I am all rapturous, 

Since thus my will was set : 

To serve, thou flower of joy, thine excollonce : 

Nor ever seems it anything could rouse 
A pain or a regret. 

But on thee dwells my every thought and sense ; 
Considering that from thee all virtues spread 
As from a fountain head, — 

That in thy gift is wisdom's best avail. 

And honour without fail ; 

With whom each sovereign good dwells separate^ 
Fulfllling the perfection of thy state. 

“ Lady, since I conceived 
Thy pleasurable aspect in my heart. 

My life has been apart 
In shining brightness and the place of truth ; 

Wliich till that time, good sooth. 

Groped among shadows in a darken’d place, 
Where many hours and days 
It hardly ever had remember’d good. 

* But now my servitude 
Is thine, and I am full of joy and rest. 

A man from a wild beast 
Thou madest me, since for thy love T lived.” 

61. You may think, perhaps, a Greek knight 
would have had a lower estimate of women than 
this Christian lover. His spiritual subjection to 
them was indeed not so absolute ; but as regards 
their own personal character, it was only because 
you could not have followed me so easily, that I 
did not take the Greek women instead of Shake- 
speare’s ; and instance, for chief ideal types of 
human beauty and faith, the simple mother’s and 
wife’s heart of Andromache ; the divine, yet re- 
jected wisdom of Cassandra ; the playful kind- 
ness and simple princess-life of happy Nausicaa ; 
the housewifely calm of that of Penelope, with its 
watch upon the sea ; the ever patient, fearless, 
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hopelessly devoted piety of the sister and daugh- 
ter, in Antigone ; the howing down of Iphigenia, 
lamb -like and silent ; and, finally, the expectation 
of the resurrection, made clear to the soul of the 
Greeks in the return from her grave of that 
Alcestis, who, to save her husband, had passed 
calmly through the bitterness of death. 

62. Now I could multiply witness upon witness 
of this kind upon you if I had time. I would take 
Chaucer, and show you why he wrote a Legend of 
Good Women ; but no Legend of Good Men. I 
would take Spenser, and show you how all his 
fairy knights are sometimes deceived and some- 
times vanquished ; but the soul of Una is never 
darkened, and the spear of Britomart is never 
broken. Nay, I could go back into the mythical 
teaching of the most ancient times, and show you 
how the great people, — by one of whose princesses 
it was appointed that the Lawgiver of all the 
earth should be educated, rather than by his own 
kindred : — how that great Egyptian people, wisest 
then of nations, gave to their Spirit of Wisdom 
the form of a Woman ; and into her hand, for a 
symbol, the weaver’s shuttle ; and how the name 
and the form of that spirit, adopted, believed, 
and obeyed by the Greeks, became that Athena 
of the olive-helm, and cloudy shield, to faith in 
whom you owe, down to this date, whatever you 
hold most precious in art, in literature, or in types 
of national virtue. 

63. But I will not wander into this distant and 
mythical element ; I will only ask you to give 
its legitimate value to the testimony of these 
great poets and men of the world, — consistent, as 
you see it is, on this head. I will ask you whether 
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it can be supposed that these men, in the main 
work of their lives, are amusing themselves with a 
fictitious and idle view of the relations between 
man and woman ; — nay, worse than fictitious or 
idle ; for a thing may be imaginary, yet desirable, 
if it were possible ; but this, their ideal of woman, 
is, according to our common idea of the marriage 
relation, wholly undesirable. The woman, we say, 
is not to guide, nor even to think for herself. 
The man is always to be the wiser ; he is to be 
the thinker, the ruler, the superior in knowledge 
and discretion, as in power. 

64. Is it not somewhat important to make up 
our minds on this matter ? Are all these great 
men mistaken, or are we ? Are Shakespeare 
and yEschylus, Dante and Homer, merely dress- 
ing dolls for us ; or, worse than dolls, unnatural 
visions, the realisation of which, were it possible, 
would bring anarchy into all households and ruin 
into all affections ? Nay, if you can suppose this, 
take lastly the evidence of facts given by the 
human heart itself. In all Christian ages which 
have been remarkable for their purity of pro- 
gress, there has been absolute yielding of obedient 
devotion, by the lover, to his mistress. I say 
obedient ; — not merely enthusiastic and worship- 
ping in imagination, but entirely subject, receiving 
from the beloved woman, however young, not 
only the encouragement, the praise, and the 
reward of all toil, but, so far as any choice is 
open, or any question difficult of decision, the 
direction of all toil. That chivalry, to the abuse 
and dishonour of which are attributable primarily 
whatever is cruel in war, unjust in peace, or 
corrupt and ignoble in domestic relations ; and to 
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the original purity and power of which we owe the 
defence alike of faith, of law, and of love ; — that 
chivalry, I say, in its very first conception of 
honourable life, assumes the subjection of the 
young knight to the command — should it even 
be the command in caprice — of his lady. It 
assumes this, because its masters knew that the 
first and necessary impulse of every truly taught 
and knightly heart is this of blind service to its 
lady : that where that true faith and captivity 
are not, all wayward and wicked passion must 
be; and that in this rapturous obedience to the 
single love of his youth, is the sanctification of 
all man’s strength, and the continuance of all 
his purposes. And this, not because such obedi- 
ence would be safe, or honourable, were it ever 
rendered to the unworthy ; but because it ought 
to be impossible for every noble youth — it is 
impossible for every one rightly trained — to love 
any one whose gentle counsel he cannot trust, 
or whose prayerful command he can hesitate 
to obey. 

65. I do not insist by any farther argument on 
this, for I think it should commend itself at once 
to your knowledge of what has been, and to your 
feeling of what should be. You cannot think 
that the buckling on of the knight’s armour by 
his lady’s hand was a mere caprice of romantic 
fashion. It is the type of an eternal truth — that 
the soul’s armour is -never well set to the heart 
unless a woman’s hand has braced it ; and it is 
only when she braces it loosely that the honour 
of manhood fails. Know you not those lovely 
lines — I would they were learned by all youthful 
ladies of England : — 
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“ Ah, wasteful woman ! — she who may 
On her sweet self set her own price. 

Knowing he cannot choose but pay. 

How has she cheapen’d Paradise ; 

How given for nought her priceless gift. 

How spoil’d the bread and spill’d the wine. 
Which, spent with duo, respective thrift. 

Had made brutes men, and men divine ! ^ 

66. Tims much, then, respecting the relations 
of lovers I believe you will accept. But what we 
too often doubt is the fitness of the continuance ol 
such a relation throughout the whole of human 
life. We think it right in the lover and mistress, 
not in the husband and wife. That is to say, we 
think that a reverent and tender duty is due to 
one whose affection we still doubt, and whose 
character we as yet do but partially and distantly 
discern ; and that this reverence and duty are 
to be withdrawn, when the affection has become 
wholly and lirnitlessly our own, and the character 
has been so sifted and tried that we fear not to 
entrust it with the happiness of our fives. Do 
you not see how ignoble this is, as well as how 
unreasonable ? Do you not feel that marriage, — 
when it is marriage at all, — is only the seal which 
marks the vowed transition of temporary into 
untiring service, and of fitful into eternal love i 

67. But how, you will ask, is the idea of this 
guiding function of the woman reconcilable with 
a true wifely subjection ? Simply in that it is 
a guiding^ not a determining, function. Let me 

1 Coventry Patmore. You cannot read him too often or too 
carefully; as far as I know, he is the only living poet who 
always strengthens and purifies ; the others sometimes darken 
and nearly always depress, and discourage, the imagination 
they deeply seize. [1871.] 
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try to show you briefly how these powers seem 
to be rightly distinguishable. 

We are foolish, and without excuse foolish, in 
speaking of the ‘‘ superiority ” of one sex to the 
other, as if they could be compared in similar 
things. Each has what the other has not : each 
completes the other, and is completed by the 
other : they are in nothing alike, and the happi- 
ness and perfection of both depends on each asking 
and receiving from the other what the other only 
can give. 

68. Now their separate characters are briefly 
these. The man’s pov^ev is active, progressive, 
defensive. He is eminently the doer, the creator, 
the discoverer, the defender. His intellect is 
for speculation and invention ; his energy for 
adventure, for war, and for conquest wherever 
war is just, wherever conquest necessary. But 
the woman’s power is for rule, not for battle, — 
and her intellect is not for invention or creation, 
but for sweet ordering, arrangement, and decision. 
She sees the qualities of things, their claims, and 
their places. Her great function is Praise : she 
enters into no contest, but infallibly adjudges the 
crown of contest. By her office, and place, she 
is protected from all danger and temptation. The 
man, in his rough work in the open world, must 
encounter all peril and trial : — to him, therefore, 
must be the failure, the offence, the inevitable 
error : often he must be wounded, or subdued ; 
often misled ; and always hardened. But he 
guards the woman from all this ; within his house, 
as ruled by her, unless she herself has sought it, 
need enter no danger, no temptation, no cause of 
error or offence. iThis is the true nature of home — 
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it is the place of Peace ; the shelter, not only 
from all injury, but from all terror, doubt, and 
division. In so far as it is not this, it is not home ; 
so far as the anxieties of the buter life penetrate 
into it, and the inconsistently-minded, unknown, 
unloved, or hostile society of the outer world is 
allowed by either husband or wife to cross the 
threshold, it ceases to be home ; it is then only 
a part of that outer world which you have roofed 
over, and lighted fire in. But so far as it is a 
sacred place, a vestal temple, a temple of the 
hearth watched over by Household Gods, before 
whose faces none may come but those whom they 
can receive with love, — so far as it is this, and 
roof and fire are types only of a nobler shade and 
light, — shade as of the rock in a weary land, and 
light as of the Pharos in the stormy sea ; — so far 
it vindicates the name, and fulfils the praise, of 
Home. 

And wherever a true wife comes, this home is 
always round her. The stars only may be over 
her head ; the glowworm in the night- cold grass 
may be the only fire at her foot : but home is 
yet wherever she is ; and for a noble woman 
it stretches far round her, better than ceiled 
with cedar, or painted with vermilion, shedding 
its quiet light far, for those who else were 
homeless. 

69. This, then, I believe to be, — will you not 
admit it to be ? — the woman’s true place and 
power. But do not you see that, to fulfil this, 
she must — as far as one can use such terms 
of a human creature — be incapable of error ? 
So far as she rules, all must be right, or nothing 
is. She must be enduringly, incorruptibly good ; 
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instinctively, infallibly wise — wise, not for self- 
development, but for self-renunciation : wise, not 
that she may set herself above her husband, but 
that she may never fail from his side : wise, not 
mth the narrowness of insolent and loveless pride, 
but with the passionate gentleness of an infinitely 
variable, because infinitely applicable, modesty of 
service — the true changefulness of woman. In 
that great sense — “ La donna b mobile,” not 

Qual piiim’ al vento ” ; no, nor yet “ Variable 
as the shade, by the hght quivering aspen made ” ; 
but variable as the light, manifold in fair and 
serene division, that it may take the colour of all 
that it falls upon, and exalt it. 

70. II. I have been trying, thus far, to show 
you what should be the place, and what the power, 
of woman. Now, secondly, we ask. What kind of 
education is to fit her for these ? 

And if you indeed think this a true conception 
of her office and dignity, it will not be difficult to 
trace the course of education which would fit her 
for the one, and raise her to the other. 

The first of our duties to her — no thoughtful 
persons now doubt this, — is to secure for her such 
physical training and exercise as may confirm her 
health, and perfect her beauty ; the highest refine- 
ment of that beauty being unattainable without 
splendour of activity and of delicate strength. 
To perfect her beauty, I say, and increase its 
power ; it cannot be too powerful, nor shed its 
sacred light too far : only remember that all 
physical freedom is vain to produce beauty with- 
out a corresponding freedom of heart. There are 
two passages of that poet who is distinguished, it 
seems to me, from all others — not by power, but 
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by exquisite rightness — which point you to the 
source, and describe to you, in a few syllables, 
the completion of womanly beauty. I will read 
the introductory stanzas, but the last is the one 
I wish you specially to notice : — 

“ Three years she grew in sun and shower. 

Then Nature said, ‘ A lovelier flov/er 
On earth was never sown ; 

Tliis child I to myself will take ; 

She shall be mine,, and I will make 
A lady of my own. 

‘ Myself will to my darling he 
Both law and impulse ; and with ino 
The girl, in ro(*.k and plain, 

In earth and heaven, in glade and bower. 

Shall feel an overseeing power 
To kindle, or restrain. 

‘ The floating clouds their state shall lend 
To her, for her the willow bend ; 

Nor shall she fail to see 
Even in the motions of the storm, 

Grace that shall mould the maiden’s form 
By silent sympathy. 

And vital feelings of delight 
Shall rear her form to stately height, — 

Her virgin bosom swell. 

Such thoughts to Lucy I will give, 

While she and I together live. 

Here in this happy dell.’ ” i 

Vital feeling of delight,” observe. There are 
deadly feelings of dehght ; but the natural ones 
are vital, necessary to very life. 

And they must be feelings of delight, if they are 
to be vital. Do not think you can make a girl 

^ Observe, it is “ Nature” who is speaking throughout, and 
who says, “ while she and I together live." 
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lovely, if you do not make her happy. There is 
not one restraint you put on a good giiTs nature— 
there is not one check you give to her instincts of 
affection or of effort — which will not be indelibly 
written on her features, with a hardness which is 
all the more painful because it takes away the 
brightness from the eyes of innocence, and the 
charm from the brow of virtue. 

71. This for the means : now note the end. 
Take from the same poet, in two lines, a perfect 
description of womanly beauty — 

“ A countenaneo in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet.” 

The perfect loveliness of a woman’s countenance 
can only consist in that majestic peace, which is 
founded in the memory of happy and useful years, 
— full of sweet records; and from the joining of this 
with that yet more majestic childishness, which is 
still full of change and promise ; — opening always 
— modest at once, and bright, with hope of better 
things to be won, and to be bestowed. There is 
no old age where there is still that promise. 

72. Thus, then, you have first to mould her 
physical frame, and then, as the strength she gains 
will permit you, to fill and temper her mind with 
all knowledge and thoughts which tend to con- 
firm its natural instincts of justice, and refine its 
natural tact of love. 

All such knowledge should be given her as may 
enable her to understand, and even to aid, the 
work of men : and yet it should be given, not as 
knowledge, — not as if it were, or could be, for 
her an object to know ; but only to feel, and to 
Judge. It is of no moment, as a matter of pride or 



II. OF QUEENS’ GARDENS 103 

perfectness in herself, whether she knows many lan- 
guages or one ; but it is of the utmost, that she 
should be able to show kindness to a stranger, and 
to understand the sweetness of a stranger’s tongue. 
It is of no moment to her own worth or dignity 
that she should be acquainted with this science 
or that ; but it is of the highest that she should 
be trained in habits of accurate thought ; that 
she should understand the meaning, the incvit- 
ablencss, and the loveliness of natural laws ; and 
follow at least some one path of scientific attain- 
ment, as far as to the threshold of that bitter 
Valley of Humiliation, into which only the wisest 
and bravest of men can descend, owning them- 
selves for ever children, gathering pebbles on a 
boundless shore. It is of little consequence how 
many positions of cities she knows, or how many 
dates of events, or names of celebrated persons — 
it is not the object of education to turn the woman 
into a dictionary ; but it is deeply necessary that 
she should be taught to enter with her whole 
personality into the history she reads ; to picture 
the passages of it vitally in her own bright imagina- 
tion ; to apprehend, with her fine instincts, the 
pathetic circumstances and dramatic relations, 
which the historian too often only eclipses by his 
reasoning, and disconnects by his arrangement : 
it is for her to trace the hidden equities of divine 
reward, and catch sight, through the darkness, 
of the fateful threads of woven fire that connect 
error with retribution. But, chiefly of all, she is 
to be taught to extend the limits of her sym- 
pathy with respect to that history which is being 
for ever determined as the moments pass in 
which she draws her peaceful breath ; and to the 
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contemporary calamity, which, were it but rightly 
mourned by her, would recur no more hereafter. 
She is to exercise herself in imagining what would 
be the effects upon her mind and conduct, if she 
were daily brought into the presence of the suffer- 
ing which is not the less real because shut from her 
sight. She is to be taught somewhat to under- 
stand the nothingness of the proportion which 
that little world in which she lives and loves, bears 
to the world in which God lives and loves ; — and 
solemnly she is to be taught to strive that her 
thoughts of piety may not be feeble in proportion 
to the number they embrace, nor her prayer more 
languid than it is for the momentary relief from 
pain of her husband or her child, when it is uttered 
for the multitudes of those who have none to love 
them, — and is, “ for all who are desolate and 
oppressed.” 

73. Thus far, I think, I have had your con- 
currence ; perhaps you will not be with me in 
what I believe is most needful for me to say. 
There is one dangerous science for women — one 
which they must indeed beware how they pro- 
fanely touch — that of theology. Strange, and 
miserably strange, that while they are modest 
enough to doubt their powers, and pause at the 
threshold of sciences where every step is demon- 
strable and sure, they will plunge headlong, and 
without one thought of incompetency, into that 
science in which the greatest men have trembled, 
and the wisest erred. Strange, that they will 
complacently and pridefully bind up whatever 
vice or folly there is in them, whatever arrogance, 
petulance, or blind incomprehensiveness, into one 
bitter bundle of consecrated myrrh. Strange in 
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creatures born to be Love visible, that where 
they can know least, they will condemn first, 
and think to recommend themselves to their 
Master, by crawling up the steps of His judg- 
ment-throne, to divide it with Him. Strangest 
of all, that they should think they were led by 
the Spirit of the Comforter into habits of mind 
which have become in them the unmixed elements 
of home discomfort ; and that they dare to turn 
the Household Gods of Christianity into ugh^ 
idols of their own ; — spiritual dolls, for them to 
dress according to their caprice ; and from which 
their husbands must turn away in grieved con- 
tempt, lest they should be shrieked at for break- 
ing them. 

74. I believe, then, with this exception, that 
a girl’s education should be nearly, in its course 
and material of study, the same as a boy’s ; 
but quite differently directed. A woman, in any 
rank of life, ought to know whatever her husband 
is likely to know, but to know it in a different 
way. His command of it should be foundational 
and progressive ; hers, general and accomplished 
for daily and helpful use. Not but that it would 
often be wiser in men to learn things in a womanly 
sort of way, for present use, and to seek for the 
discipline and training of their mental powers 
in such branches of study as will be afterwards 
fitted for social service ; but, speaking broadly, 
a man ought to know any language or science 
he learns, thoroughly — while a woman ought to 
know the same language, or science, only so far 
as may enable her to sympathise in her husband’s 
pleasures, and in those of his best friends. 

75. Yet, observe, with exquisite accuracy as 



106 


SESAME AND LILIES 


far as she reaches. There is a wide difference 
between elementary knowledge and superficial 
knowledge — between a firm beginning, and an 
infirm attempt at compassing. A woman may 
always help her husband by what she knows, 
however little ; by what she half-knows, or mis- 
knows, she will only tease him. 

And indeed, if there were to be any difference 
between a girl’s education and a boy’s, I should 
say that of the two the girl should be earlier led, 
as her intellect ripens faster, into deep and serious 
subjects : and that her range of literature should 
be, not more, but less frivolous ; calculated to 
add the qualities of patience and seriousness to 
her natural poignancy of thought and quickness 
of wit ; and also to keep her in a lofty and pure 
clement of thought. I enter not now into any 
question of choice of books ; only let us be sure 
that her books are not heaped up in her lap as 
they fall out of the package of the circulating 
library, wet with the last and lightest spray of 
the fountain of folly. 

76. Or even of the fountain of wit ; for with 
respect to the sore temptation of novel reading, 
it is not the badness of a novel that we should 
dread, so much as its overwrought interest. 
The weakest romance is not so stupefying as the 
lower forms of religious exciting literature, and 
the worst romance is not so corrupting as false 
history, false philosophy, or false political essays. 
But the best romance becomes dangerous, if, by 
its excitement, it renders the ordinary course 
of life uninteresting, and increases the morbid 
thirst for useless acquaintance with scenes in 
which we shall never be called upon to act. 
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77. I speak therefore of good novels only ; 
and our modern literature is particularly rich in 
types of such. Well read, indeed, these books 
have serious use, being nothing less than treatises 
on moral anatomy and chemistry ; studies of 
human nature in the elements of it. But I attach 
little weight to this function ; they are hardly 
ever read with earnestness enough to permit 
them to fulfil it. The utmost they usually do is 
to enlarge ' somewhat the charity of a kind reader, 
or the bitterness of a malicious one ; for each 
will gather, from the novel, food for her own 
disposition. I Those who are naturally proud and 
envious will learn from Thackeray to despise 
humanity ; those who are naturally gentle, to 
pity it ; those who are naturally shallow, to 
laugh at it. So, also, there might be a service- 
able power in novels to bring before us, in vivid- 
ness, a human truth which we had before dimly 
conceived ; but the temptation to picturesque- 
ness of statement is so great, that often the best 
writers of fiction cannot resist it ; and our views 
are rendered so violent and one-sided, that their 
vitality is rather a harm than good. 

78. Without, however, venturing here on any 
attempt at decision hov;^ much novel reading 
should be allowed, let me at least clearly assert 
this, that whether novels, or poetry, or history 
be read, they should be chosen, not for their 
freedoim from evil, but for their possession of 
good.^^he chance and scattered evil that may 
here rod there haunt, or hide itself in, a powerful 
book, never does any harm to a noble girl ; but 
the emptiness of an author oppresses her, and 
his amiable folly degrades her. And if she can 
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have access to a good library of old and classical 
books, there need be no choosing at all. Keep 
the modern magazine and novel out of your girl’s 
way ; turn her loose into the old library every 
wet day, and let her alone. She will find what 
is good for her ; you cannot ; for there is just 
this difference between the making of a girl’s 
character and a boy’s — you may chisel a boy 
into shape, as you would a rock, or hammer him 
into it, if he be of a better kind, as you would 
a piece of bronze.^ But you cannot hammer a 
girl into anything^ She grows as a flower does, — 
she will wither without sun ; she will decay in 
her sheath, as a narcissus will, if you do not give 
her air enough ; she may fall, and defile her head 
in dust, if you leave her without help at some 
moments of her life ; but you cannot fetter her ; 
she must take her own fair form and way, if she 
take any, and in mind as in body, must have 
always 

“ Her household motions light and free. 

And steps of virgin liberty.” 

Let her loose in the library, I say, as you do a 
fawn in the field.! It knows the bad weeds twenty 
times better thal you ; and the good ones too, 
and will eat some bitter and prickly ones, good 
for it, which you had not the slightest thought 
would have been so. 

79. Then, in art, keep the finest models before 
her, and let her practice in all accomplishments 
be accurate and thorough, so as to enable her to 
understand more than she' accomplishes: I say 
the finest models — that is to say, the truest, 
simplest, usefullest. Note those epithets ; they 
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will range through all the arts. Try them in 
music, where you might think them the least 
applicable. I say the truest, that in which the 
notes most closely and faithfully express the 
meaning of the words, or the character of in- 
tended emotion ; again, the simplest, that in 
which the meaning and melody are attained with 
the fewest and most significant notes possible ; 
and, finally, the usefullest, that music which makes 
the best words most beautiful, which enchants 
them in our memories each with its own glory 
of sound, and which applies them closest to the 
heart at the moment we need them. 

80. And not only in the material and in the 
course, but yet more earnestly in the spirit of it, 
let a girl’s education be as serious as a boy’s. 
You bring up your girls as if they were meant 
for sideboard ornaments, and then complain of 
their frivolity. Give them the same advantages 
that you give their brothers — appeal to the same 
grand instincts of virtue in them ; teach them, 
also, that courage and truth are the pillars of 
their being : — do you think that they would not 
answer that appeal, brave and true as they are 
even now, when you know that there is hardly a 
girls’ school in this Christian kingdom where the 
children’s courage or sincerity would be thought 
of half so much importance as their way of 
coming in at a door ; and when the whole system 
of society, as respects the mode of establishing 
them in life, is one rotten plague of cowardice 
and imposture — cowardice, in not daring to let 
them live, or love, except as their neighbours 
choose ; an imposture, in bringing, for the pur- 
poses of our own pride, the full glow of the 
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world’s worst vanity upon a girl’s eyes, at the 
very period when the whole happiness of her 
future existence depends upon her remaining 
undazzled ? 

81. And give them, lastly, not only noble 
teachings, but noble teachers. You consider 
somewhat, before you send your boy to school, 
what kind of a man the master is ; — whatsoever 
kind of man he is, you at least give him full 
authority over your son, and show some respect 
to him yourself : — if he comes to dine with you, 
you do not put him at a side table : you know 
also that, at college, your child’s immediate tutor 
will be under the direction of some still higher 
tutor, for whom you have absolute reverence. 
You do not treat the Dean of Christ Church or 
the Master of Trinity as your inferiors. 

But what teachers do you give your girls, and 
what reverence do you show to the teachers you 
have chosen ? Is a girl likely to think her own 
conduct, or her own intellect, of much import- 
ance, when you trust the entire formation of 
her character, moral and intellectual, to a person 
whom you let your servants treat with less re- 
spect than they do your housekeeper (as if the 
soul of your child were a less charge than jams 
and groceries), and whom you yourself think you 
confer an honour upon by letting her sometimes 
sit in the drawing-room in the evening ? 

82. Thus, then, of literature as her help, and 
thus of art. There is one more help which she 
cannot do without — one which, alone, has some- 
times done more than all other influences besides, 
— the help of wild and fair nature. Hear this 
of the education of Joan of Arc : — 
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“ The education of this poor girl was mean, according 
to the present standard ; was ineffably grand, accord- 
ing to a purer philosophical standard ; and only not 
good for our age, because for us it would be unat- 
tainable. . . . 

“ Next after her spiritual advantages, she owed most 
to the advantages of her situation. The fountain of 
Domremy was on the brink of a boundless forest ; and 
it was haunted to that degree by fairies, that the parish 
priest (cure) was obliged to road mass there once a 
year, in order to keep them in decent bounds. . . . 

“ But the forests of Domremy — those were the 
glories of the land ; for in them abode mysterious 
powers and ancient secrets that towered into tragic 
strength. ‘ Abbeys there were, and abbey windows,’ 
— ‘ like Moorish temples of the Hindoos,’ — that exer- 
cised even princely power both in Lorraine and in 
the German Diets. These had their sweet bells that 
pierced the forests for many a league at matins or 
vespers, and each its own dreamy legend. Few 
enough, and scattered enough, were these abbeys, so 
as in no degree to disturb the deep solitude of the 
region ; yet many enough to spread a network or 
awning of Christian sanctity over what else might 
have seemed a heathen wilderness.” ^ 

Now, you cannot, indeed, have here in England, 
woods eighteen miles deep to the centre ; but 
you can, perhaps, keep a fairy or two for your 
children yet, if you wish to keep them. But do 
you wish it ? Suppose you had each, at the back 
of your houses, a garden, large enough for your 
children to play in, with just as much lawn as 
would give them room to run, — no more — and 
that you could not change your abode ; but 
that, if you chose, you could double your income, 
or quadruple it, by digging a coal shaft in the 
middle of the lawn, and turning the flower-beds 

1 “Joan of Arc: in reference to M. Michelet's ‘ History of 
France.'” — De Quincey’s Works, vol. iii. p. 217.. 
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into heaps of coke. Would you do it ? I hope 
not. I can tell you, you would be wrong if you 
did, though it gave you income sixty-fold instead 
of four-fold. 

83. Yet this is what you are doing with all 
England. The whole country is but a little 
garden, not more than enough for your children 
to run on the lawns of, if you would let them 
all run there. And this little garden you will 
turn into furnace ground, and fill with heaps of 
cinders, if you can ; and those children of yours, 
not you, will suffer for it. ^ffPor the fairies will 
not be all banished ; there are fairies of the 
furnace as of the wood, and their first gift seems 
to be sharp arrows of the mighty ” ; but their 
last gifts are ‘‘ coals of juniper.” 

84. And yet I cannot — though there is no part 
of my subject that I feel more — press this upon 
you ; for we made so little use of the power of 
nature while we had it that we shall hardly feel 
what we have lost. J ust on the other side of the 
Mersey you have your Snowdon, and your Menai 
Straits, and that mighty granite rock beyond the 
moors of Anglesea, splendid in its heathery crest, 
and foot planted in the deep sea, once thought 
of as sacred — a divine promontory, looking west- 
ward ; the Holy Head or Headland, still not 
without awe when its red light glares first through 
storm. These are the hills, and these the bays 
and blue inlets, which, among the Greeks, would 
have been always loved, always fateful in influ- 
ence on the national mind. That Snowdon is 
your Parnassus ; but where are its Muses ? That 
Holyhead mountain is your Island of iEgina ; 
but where is its temple to Minerva ? 
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85. Shall I read you what the Christian Minerva 
had achieved under the shadow of our Parnassus 
up to the year 1848 ? — Here is a little account of 
a Welsh school, from page 261 of the Report on 
Wales, published by the Committee of Council 
on Education. This is a school close to a town 
containing 5000 persons : — 

“ I then called up a larger class, most of whom had 
recently come to the school. Three girls repeatedly 
declared they had never heard of Christ, and two that 
they had never heard of God. Two out of six thought 
Christ was on earth now ” (they might have had a 
worse thought perhaps), “ three knew nothing about 
the Crucifixion. Fotir out of seven did not know the 
names of the months nor the number of days in a 
year. They had no notion of addition ; beyond two 
and two, or three and three, their minds were perfect 
blanks.” 

Oh, ye women of England ! from the Princess 
of that Wales to the simplest of you, do not 
think your own children can be brought into 
their true fold of rest, while these are scattered 
on the hills, as sheep having no shepherd. And 
do not think your daughters can be trained to 
the truth of their own human beauty, while 
the pleasant places, which God made at once 
for their schoolroom and their playground, lie 
desolate and defiled. You cannot baptize them 
rightly in those inch-deep fonts of yours, unless 
you baptize them also in the sweet waters which 
the great Lawgiver strikes forth for ever from 
the rocks of your native land — waters which a 
Pagan would have worshipped in their purity, and 
you worship only with pollution. You cannot lead 
your children faithfully to those narrow axe-hewn 

E 2 
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church altars of yours, while the dark azure 
altars in heaven — the mountains that sustain 
your island throne, — mountains on which a Pagan 
would have seen the powers of heaven rest in 
every wreathed cloud — remain for you without 
inscription ; altars built, not to, but by an Un- 
known God. 

86. III. Thus far, then, of the nature, thus 
far of the teaching, of woman, and thus of her 
household office, and queenliness. We come now 
to our last, our widest question, — What is her 
queenly office with respect to the state ? 

Generally, we are under an impression that a 
man’s duties are public, and a woman’s private. 
But this is not altogether so. A man has a 
personal work or duty, relating to his own home, 
and a public work or duty, which is the expansion 
of the other, relating to the state. So a woman 
has a personal work or duty, relating to her own 
home, and a public work or duty, which is also 
the expansion of that. 

Now, the man’s work for his own home is, as 
has been said, to secure its maintenance, progress, 
and defence ; the woman’s to secure its order, 
comfort, and loveliness. 

Expand both these functions. The man’s duty, 
as a member of a commonwealth, is to assist in 
the maintenance, in the advance, in the defence 
of the state. The woman’s duty, as a member 
of the commonwealth, is to assist in the ordering, 
in the comforting, and in the beautiful adorn- 
ment of the state. 

What the man is at his own gate, defending 
it, if need be, against insult and spoil, that also, 
not in a less, but in a more devoted measure, 
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he is to be at the gate of his country, leaving 
his home, if need be, even to the spoiler, to do 
his more incumbent work there. 

And, in like manner, what the woman is to be 
within her gates, as the centre of order, the balm 
of distress, and the mirror of beauty : that she 
is also to be without her gates, where order is 
more difficult, distress more imminent, loveliness 
more rare. 

And as within the human heart there is always 
set an instinct for all its real duties, — an instinct 
which you cannot quench, but only warp and 
corrupt if you withdraw it from its true purpose : 
— as there is the intense instinct of love, which, 
rightly disciplined, maintains all the sanctities 
of life, and, misdirected, undermines them ; and 
must do either the one or the other ; — so there is 
in the human heart an inextinguisliable instinct, 
the love of power, which, rightly directed, main- 
tains all the majesty of law and life, and mis- 
directed, wrecks them. 

87. Deep rooted in the innermost life of the 
heart of man, and of the heart of woman, God 
set it there, and God keeps it there. Vainly, as 
falsely, you blame or rebuke the desire of power I 
— For Heaven’s sake, and for Man’s sake, desire 
it all you can. But what power ? That is all 
the question. Power to destroy ? the lion’s 
limb, and the dragon’s breath ? Not so. Power 
to heal, to redeem, to guide, and to guard. 
Power of the sceptre and shield ; the power of 
the royal hand that heals in touching, — that binds 
the fiend, and looses the captive ; the throne 
that is founded on the rock of Justice, and de- 
scended from only by steps of Mercy. Will you 
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not covet such power as this, and seek such throne 
as this, and be no more housewives, but queens ? 

88. It is now long since the women of England 
arrogated, universally, a title which once belonged 
to nobility only ; and, having once been in the 
habit of accepting the simple title of gentle- 
woman, as correspondent to that of gentleman, 
insisted on the privilege of assuming the title of 
‘‘ Lady,” ^ which properly corresponds only to 
the title of “ Lord.” 

I do not blame them for this ; but only for 
their narrow motive in this. I would have them 
desire and claim the title of Lady, provided they 
claim, not merely the title, but the office and 
duty signified by it. Lady means “ bread-giver ” 
or “ loaf-giver,” and Lord means maintainer of 
laws,” and both titles have reference, not to the 
law which is maintained in the house, nor to the 
bread which is given to the household ; but to 
law maintained for the multitude, and to bread 
broken among the multitude. So that a Lord 
has legal claim only to his title in so far as he is 
the maintainer of the justice of the Lord of Lords ; 
and a Lady has legal claim to her title, only so 
far as she communicates that help to the poor 
representatives of her Master, which women once, 
ministering to Him of their substance, were per- 
mitted to extend to that Master Himself ; and 

1 I wish there were a true order of chivalry instituted for our 
English youth of certain ranks, in which both boy and girl 
should receive, at a given age, their knighthood and ladyhood 
by true title ; attainable only by certain probation and trial 
both of character and accomplishment ; and to be forfeited, on 
conviction, by their peers, of any dishonourable act. Such an 
institution would be entirely, and with all noble results, pos- 
sible, in a nation which loved honour. That it would not be 
possible among us, is not to the discredit of the scheme. 
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when she is known, as He Himself once was, in 
breaking of bread. 

89. And this beneficent and legal dominion, 
this power of the Dominus, or House-Lord, and 
of the Doraina, or House-Lady, is great and 
venerable, not in the number of those through 
whom it has lineally descended, but in the number 
of those whom it grasps within its sway ; it is 
always regarded with reverent worship wherever 
its dynasty is founded bn its duty, and its ambi- 
tion correlative with its beneficence. Your fancy 
is pleased with the thought of being noble ladies, 
with a train of vassals ? Be it so ; you cannot 
be too noble, and your train cannot be too great ; 
but see to it that your train is of vassals whom 
you serve and feed, not merely of slaves who serve 
and feed you ; and that the multitude which 
obeys you is of those whom you have comforted, 
not oppressed, — whom you have redeemed, not 
led into captivity. 

90. And this, which is true of the lower or 
household dominion, is equally true of the queenly 
dominion ; — that highest dignity is open to you, 
if you will also accept that highest duty. Rex 
et Regina — Roi et Reine — Right-Aoev^ ” ; they 
differ but from the Lady and Lord, in that their 
power is supreme over the mind as over the 
person — that they not only feed and clothe, but 
direct and teach. And whether consciously or 
not, you must be, in many a heart, enthroned ; 
there is no putting by that crown ; queens you 
must always be ; queens to your lovers ; queens 
to your husbands and your sons ; queens of 
higher mystery to the world beyond, which bows 
itself, and will for ever' bow, before the myrtle 
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crown, and the stainless sceptre of womanhood. 
But, alas ! you are too often idle and careless 
queens, grasping at majesty in the least things, 
while you abdicate it in the greatest ; and leaving 
misrule and violence to work their will among 
men, in defiance of the power which, holding 
straight in gift from the Prince of all Peace, the 
wicked among you betray, and the good forget. 

91. Prince of Peace.” Note that name. 
When kings rule in that name, and nobles, and 
the judges of the earth, they also, in their narrow 
place, and mortal measure, receive the power of 
it. There are no other rulers than they : other 
rule than theirs is but misrule ; they who govern 
verily ‘‘ Dei gratia ” are all princes, yes, or prin- 
cesses of Peace. There is not a war in the 
world, no, nor an injustice, but you women are 
answerable for it ; not in that you have pro- 
voked, but in that you have not hindered. Men, 
by their nature, are prone to fight ; they will 
fight for any cause, or for none. It is for you 
to choose their cause for them, and to forbid 
them when there is no cause. There is no suffer- 
ing, no injustice, no misery, in the earth, but the 
guilt of it lies with you. Men can bear the sight 
of it, but you should not be able to bear it. Men 
may tread it down without sympathy in their 
own struggle ; but men are feeble in sympathy, 
and contracted in hope ; it is you only who can 
feel the depths of pain, and conceive the way of 
its healing. Instead of trying to do this, you 
turn away from it ; you shut yourselves within 
your park walls and garden gates ; and you are 
content to know that there is beyond them a 
whole world in wilderness — a world of secrets 
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which you dare not penetrate ; and of suffering 
which you dare not conceive. 

92. I tell you that this is to me quite the most 
amazing among the phenomena of humanity. I 
am surprised at no depths to which, when once 
warped from its honour, that humanity can be 
degraded. I do not wonder at the miser’s death, 
with his hands, as they relax, dropping gold. I 
do not wonder at the sensualist’s life, with the 
shroud wrapped about his feet. I do not wonder 
at the single-handed murder of a single victim, 
done by the assassin in the darkness of the rail- 
way, or reed-shadow of the marsh. I do not 
even wonder at the myriad -handed murder of 
multitudes, done boastfully in the daylight, by 
the frenzy of nations, and the immeasurable, un- 
imaginable guilt, heaped up from hell to heaven, 
of their priests, and kings. But this is wonderful 
to me — oh, how wonderful ! — to see the tender 
and delicate woman among you, with her child 
at her breast, and a power, if she would wield it, 
over it, and over its father, purer than the air of 
heaven, and stronger than the seas of earth — 
nay, a magnitude of blessing which her husband 
would not part with for all that earth itself, 
though it were made of one entire and perfect 
chrysolite : — to see her abdicate this majesty to 
play at precedence with her next-door neighbour ! 
This is wonderful — oh, wonderful ! — to see her, 
with every innocent feeling fresh within her, go 
out in the morning into her garden to play with 
the fringes of its guarded flowers, and lift their 
heads when they are drooping, with her happy 
smile upon her face, and no cloud upon her brow, 
because there is a little wall around her place of 
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peace ; and yet she knows, in her heart, if she 
would only look for its knowledge, that, outside 
of that little rose-covered wall, the wild grass, 
to the horizon, is torn up by the agony of men, 
and beat level by the drift of their life-blood. 

93. Have you ever considered what a deep 
under meaning there lies, or at least may be read, 
if we choose, in our custom of strewing flowers 
before those whom we think most happy ? Do 
you suppose it is merely to deceive them into the 
hope that happiness is always to fall thus in 
showers at their feet ? — that wherever they pass 
they will tread on herbs of sweet scent, and that 
the rough ground will be made smooth for them 
by depth of roses ? So surely as they believe 
that, they will have, instead, to walk on bitter 
herbs and thorns ; and the only softness to their 
feet will be of snow. But it is not thus intended 
they should believe ytthere is a better meaning 
in that old custom. ^The path of a good woman 
is indeed strewn mth flowers ; but they rise 
behind her steps, not before them. t“ Her feet 
have touched the meadows, and lefrthe daisies 
rosy.” 

94. You think that only a lover’s fancy ; — 
false and vain ! How if it could be true ? You 
think this also, perhaps, only a poet’s fancy — 

“ Even the light harebell raised its head 
Elastic from her airy tread.” 

But it is little to say of a woman, that she only 
does not destroy where she passes. She should 
revive ; the harebells should bloom, not stoop, 
as she passes. You think I am rushing into wild 
hyperbole ? Pardon me, not a whit — I mean 
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what I say in calm English, spoken in resolute 
truth. You have heard it said — (and I believe 
there is more than fancy even in that saying, but 
let it pass for a fanciful one) — that flowers only 
flourish rightly in the garden of some one who 
loves them. I know you would like that ,to be 
true ; you would think it a pleasant magic if 
you could flush your flowers into brighter bloom 
by a kind look upon them : nay, more, if your 
look had the power, not only to cheer, but to 
guard ; — if you could bid the black blight turn 
away, and the knotted caterpillar spare — if you 
could bid the dew fall upon them in the drought, 
and say to the south wind, in frost — “ Come, 
thou south, and breathe upon my garden, that 
the spices of it may flow out.” This you would 
think a great thing ? And do you think it not a 
greater thing, that all this, (and how much more 
than this !) you can do, for fairer flowers than 
these — flowers that could bless you for having 
blessed them, and will love you for having loved 
them ; — flowers that have thoughts like yours, 
and lives like yours ; and which, once saved, you 
save for ever ? Is this only a little power ? Far 
among the moorlands and the rocks, — far in the 
darkness of the terrible streets, — these feeble 
florets are lying, with all their fresh leaves torn, 
and their stems broken — will you never go down 
to them, nor set them in order in their little 
fragrant beds, nor fence them in their trembling, 
from the fierce wind ? Shall morning follow 
morning, for you, but not for them ; and the 
dawn rise to watch, far away, those frantic Dances 
of Death ; ^ but no dawn rise to breatke upon 

‘ See note, § 36, pp. 66-67. 
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these living banks of wild violet, and woodbine, 
and rose ; nor call to you, through your case- 
ment, — call (not giving you the nam ' of the 
English poet’s lady, but the name of Dante’s 
great Matilda, who on the edge of happy Lethe, 
stood, wreathing flowers with flowers), saying, - 

“ Come into the garden, Maud, 

For the black bat, night, has flown, 

And the woodbine spices are wafted abroad 
Aiul the musk of the roses blown ” ? 

Will you not go down among them ? — among 
those sweet living things, whose new courage, 
sprung from the earth with the deep colour of 
heaven upon it, is starting up in strength of 
goodly spire ; and whose purity, washed from the 
dust, is opening, bud by bud, into the flower of 
promise ; — and still they turn to you and for you, 
“ The Larkspur listens — I hear, I hear ! And the 
Lily whispers — I wait.” 

95. Did you notice that I missed two lines 
when I read you that first stanza ; and think that 
I had forgotten them ? Hear them now : — 

“ Como into the garden, Maud, 

For the black bat, night, has flown. 

Como into the garden, Maud, 

I am here at the gate, alone.” 

Who is it, think you, who stands at the gate 
of this sweeter garden, alone, waiting for you ? 
Did you ever hear, not of a Maud, but a Madeleine, 
who went down to her garden in the dawn, and 
found One waiting at the gate, whom she sup- 
posed to be the gardener ? Have you not sought 
Him often ; sought Him fn vain, all through the 
night ; sought Him in vain at the gate of that 
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old garden where the fiery sword is set ? He is 
never there ; but at the gate of this garden He 
is waiting always — waiting to take your hand- 
ready to go down to see the fruits of the valley, 
to see whether the vine has flourished, and the 
pomegranate budded. There you shall see with 
Him the little tendrils of the vines that His hand 
is guiding — there you shall see the pomegranate 
springing where His hand cast the sanguine seed ; 
— more : you shall see the troops of the angel 
keepers that, with their wings, wave away the 
hungry birds from the path-sides where He has 
sown, and call to each other between the vine- 
yard rows, ‘‘ Take us the foxes, the little foxes, 
that spoil the vines, for our vines have tender 
grapes.” Oh — you queens — you queens ; among 
the hills and happy greenwood of this land of 
yours, shall the foxes have holes, and the birds of 
the air have nests ; and in your cities shall the 
stones cry out against you, that they are the 
only pillows where the Son of Man can lay His 
head ? 
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Beauvais, pref. ed. 2, 6. 

Bernese hills, beauty of the lower, pref, ed. 2, 4. 
Bible, the. The Book, a better name, 17. 

,, Moses mythical, 62. 

,, not to be " given away ” in morocco, 17. 
,, (juoted passim, 95. 


Quoted or 7'ef erred to : — 


Exodus ii. On women, Moses educated by one, 62. 

I Kings xxii. 27. 'The bread and water of affliction, 37 n. 

Ps. cxx. 4. Sharp arrows of the mighty, with coals of 

juniper, 84. 

Prov. xi. 25. He that wateretli . . . himself, 24. 

Song of Sol. ii. 15. Take us the foxes . . . spoil our grapes. 


,, ,, iv. 16. Come, thou south . . . flow' out, 94. 

Isaiah xiv. to. Art thou also become as weak as we, 41. 

,, Hi. 7. How beautiful on the mountains, pref. ed. 

7 - 

Iviii. 4. Ye fast for strife . . . thy house, 37 «. 
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Bible, quoted or refert^ed to, continued : — • 

Jeremiah iv. 3. Break up your fallow ;jround, 3^ 

Matt. viii. 9. Go, and he goeth, 44. 

Isaiah xxxv. i. He thou glad, O thirsty 
desert (LXX. version), 51. 

,, \vi. ig. I will give unto thee the keys, 20. 

I Peter v. 3. Lords over heritage, ensamples to the 

flock, 21. 

Luke xi. 52. Taken away the key of knowledge . . . 

not entered in, 24. 

John iii. 8. The wind hlowetli ... so is every one 

that is born of the Spit it, 23. 

John viii. 10, ii, t8. 

Take him and cast him out, 24. 

,, XX. 15. And she, supposing him to be the gardenet, 

95 - 

Acts xvii. 23. Altar to unknown God, 86. 

,, xix. 19. Brought their bibles together and burnt 

them, 17. 

Rom. viii, 6. To be spiritually minded is life and peace, 

42 n. 

Heb. xi. 7. The saving of his house, by which he con- 

demned (damned) the world, 18. 

1 Peter i. 12. Angels desite to look into, 29. 

,, i. 24. Flesh as grass, prej, ed, 2, i, 

2 Peter lii. 5-7. The heavens and eaith . . . kept in store, 

18. 

Rev. i. 7. I'he whole world giddy . . . inventions, 33. 

I'owers of the vineyards 36. 

Bibliomania, we speak of, and not of horse-mania, &c. , 32. 
Biography of authcr or at list, in their work, 9. 

Bishop, desire to be a, its motive, 4. 

,, function of a, to oversee, 22 .scej. 

,, Milton on, 20 seq. 

“ Blind mouths,” Milton, Lycidas, 22. 

Books, choice of, as of people, ii. 

,, ,, for the young, to be by the good in them, not 

the absence of bad, 78. 

,, classes of, defined (i) ephemeral, of the hour, 8-9. 

,, ,, (2) eternal, real books, 8-9. 

,, good, a lasting provision, 32. 

,, ,, are kings waiting audience, 67. 

,, no book worth anything, unless worth much, 32. 

,, money spent on horses and wine and books in England, 
32 ; cf. Mun. Pulv. 65. 

,, how to read — 

good books to be gone to for advice, 55. 
to understand, we must sympathize and love, 12, 13. 
not to be valued for expressing our own opinions, 13. 
their meaning to be spelt out, 15. 
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Books, how to read, continued - 

we must try to enter into the author’s thoughts and 
heart, 27. 

to be read and re-read, 32. 

not to be understood in a moment, 13. 

the wisest speak in parables, 13. 

Boots, death of a “translator” of, by starvation, 36 (cf. Croion 
of Wild Olive^ § 30). 

Boulevards of Florence, pref. ed. 2, 6. 

Breath, or spirit, of God and man, 33. 

British Museum, public interest in the, 53. 

,, public, careless of lives of others, pref ed. 2, i. 

,, ships, loss of life on, pref. ed. 2, i. 

Caina, the ice of, 42. 

Calabria, pref ed. 2, 6. 

Cape, gale at the, pref. ed. 2, 3. 

Capitalists support unjust war, why not wisdom, 46-7. 

Cary’s Dante, quoted, pref. ed. 2, 5 n. 

Cassandra, 61. 

Cathedrals of the earth, the, 35 

Cervin, Vii.^pref. ed. 2. Sees. Matterhorn. 

Chalmers, Dr., saying of “ the public is a great baby,” 40. 
Chamouni, pref. ed. 2, 4. 

,, English tourists firing howitzers at, 35. See s. Alp'i. 
Character, best, seen in men’s brain work, in women’s daily 
life, 1882, pref. 

,, girls’, hardened by restraint, 70. See s. Girls. 
Chaucer's conception of women, 62. 

Chivalry, suggestion for a modern order of, 88. 

,, the principles of, and women, 64. 

Christ, still “ waiting in the garden” for noble women, 95. 
Christianity, imaginary and dramatic, 37. 

,, modern, 37. 

Church, evils due to bishops desiring power, not light, 22. 

,, the only true, in helping each other, 37. 
Class-distinctions, one class lives at the expense of another, 30 n. 
Clothes, cast, the poor not to wear, 36 u. 

Cluse, valley of, pref. ed. 2, 4. 

Coals, England made a furnace ground, 84. 

Cocytus, pref. ed. 2, i. 

Commandment, the third, 37. 

Compassion, despised by us {e.g.^ life in workhouses), 36 seq' 
Competition, pref. ed. 2, 1-2. 

,, brutal, renders all laws useless, 30 n. 

“ Condemn ” and “ damn ” in English Bible, 18. 

Corn laws, repealed, 50. 

Cowardice, social, 80. 
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Daily Telegraph, 1865, story of death by starvation in, 86, 
“Damn” softened into “condemn” in the Bible, 18. 

Dante's Beatrice, 60. 

,, Caina, 42. 

,, Matilda, 94. 

,, on bishops, 25. 

,, on keys of heaven— for once weaker than Milton, 24, 

,, on women, 60. 

,, qnoied (Pi^rg. vii. 7o),pre/. ed. 2, 5. 

,, “ il gran rihuto,” 43. 

Dawn, the solemnity of, pref. 8. 

Delight, “ vital feelings of” (Wordsworth), 70. 

Demi-monde, luxury of the Parisian, 36 n. 

De Quincey, on Joan of Arc, 82. 

Devil, plays about the, 37. 

Dictionaries, to be studied, 19. 

Discovery, and travel, nol)le curiosity of, 29. 

, , vanity of, pref. ed. 2, i. 

Disease, significance of the word, 28. 

Dolls, the spiritual, of theological women, 73. 

Duty, a secondary motive to love of praise, 5-7. 

,, instinct for, in the human heart, 86. 

Earth, its altars and cathedrals, pref. ed. 2, 6. 

Ecclesiastical, meaning of, 18. 

Education, as an end in itself, 2-3. 

,, as a means to a “ position,” 2-3. 

,, its true end, must be recognized, 51. 

,, girls and boys to learn same things in a different 
way, 74-5. 

,, modern, teaches us to think wrong, 25. 

,, moral, the only cure for public distress, 30 n. 

,, nature's influence in, 82 seq. 

,, • the use of, to help us to consult the wisest men (in 
books), 55. 

, value of, in the kingly power it gives, 51. 

,, Council on, Report on Welsh school, 85. 

Egyptian wisdom conceived as a woman, 62. 

Ellesmere, pref. 19. 

Faiiotion, English modern, on the stage, &c. , 39. 

England, can teach war, not industries, pref. ed. 2, 7. 

,, duty of, to Switzerland, ed. 2, 7. 

,, to be garden or furnace ground? 83. 

English, amusement, national love of, 88. 

,, character: — 
apathy, 29. 

avarice, and incapacity for thought, 31. 
childishness, its worst fault, 40. 
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English, character, conthiued — 

national inconsistency described, 30. 
still kind at heart, 40. 
reckUissness, 40-1. 
still capable of noble passion, 31. 
our imaginary Christianity, 37. 
science, literature, art, nature, compassion, despised 
by us 31 seq. 

, language, mongrelism, and consequent power of 
equivocation in the, 17. 

,, language, etymology of, to be studied, 19. 

politics, Englandand France buy panic ofeach other, 48. 
,, religion, modern, 37. 

,, ,, Christianity , Modern. 

,, the men by whom she lives, 38. 

,, tourists abroad, ruin of scenery by, 38. 

,, wealth, annual expenditure of, 33 (cf. ^Time and 
Tide, App. i). 

,, ,, a poverty-stricken nation, 4. 

,, women, respected abroad for their truth, 18. 

Etymology, to be studied, 19. 

Evil, and good, our natural sense of, the true guide, 15. 
Excitement, love of beauty and of, pref. ed. 2, 6. 

Expenditure, national, compared with private, 33. 

Expire, meaning of the word, 33. 

Faith, works before, 23. 

Faust, the devil in, 37. 

Feelings, human, right in themselves, wrong if undisciplined, 44. 

,, noble, according to their subject, 45. 

Florence, crowned capital of Italy, ed. 2, 6. 

, , modern boulevards of, pref. ed. 2, 6. 

,, walls of, destroyed, ed. 2, 6. 

Forward murders, pref. ed. 2, 6. 

Fossils, purchase of, by Professor Owen, for f'joo, 54, 55 
(cf. Tune and Tide, App. i). 

France and England buy panic of each other, 80. 

,, can teach war, not pleasures, ed, 2, 7. 

,, raising of money in (1865), 59. 

Free-trade, English idea of, 34. 

French Revolution and the Swiss Guards, pref. ed. 2, i. 
Friends, difficulty of choosing our own, 6. 

Galleries, national, to be established, 50. 

Geneva, in old days, pref. ed. 2, 7. 

Gentleman, feelings of a, 30. 

,, is a noble creature, Viut has duties, 30. 

,, production of, worth keeping others down for, 3a 
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Gentlewoman, an older title than lady, 88. 

Girls, not to be fettered, 70. 

,, cannot be hammered into things, as boys can, 78. 

,, their education to be serious, 80. 

,, intellect ripens quicker than boys’, 76, 

Gold, intellectual, like real, hidden, and must be dug for, 13. 
Governesses, social position of, 81. 

Grass market, pyef. ed. 2, i. 

Greek alphabet, needed to study English etymology, 19. 

,, deity, the greatest, a woman, Athena, 62. 

,, poets, conception of women, 61. 

Guides, Swiss, ed. 2, i. 

Gymnasium, SwitzcTland as a, pref. ed. 2, 4, 6. 

Hands, show of, at author’s lecture on “ Kings’ 'rreasiiries,” 5, 
Heaven, the keys of, 34. 

Hereditary honour, 89. 

History, how written, how to be studied, 72. 

Holyhead, scenery of, 84. 

Home, its true quality peace, 68. 

,, the duties of man and woman in regard to, 86, 

Homer, women of, 61. 

,, e.g., Nausicaa, 61. 

, , See s. Achilles. 

Horsemanship, good. pref. ed. 2, 

Husband and wife, relations of, 66 seq. 

Incomes, proposal to limit, according to classes, 30 7 i, 
Inconsistency, national (England), 30. 

Information and deformation, 16. 

InspiratioH, meaning of word, 33. 

Iphigenia, character of, 61. 

Irreverence in politics, pref. ed. 2, 6. 

Italian poets, conception of women (passages translated by 
D. G. Rossetti), 60. 

Italy, progress of, how to be made, p 7 ‘ef. ed. 2, 6. 

Joan of Akc, her education, De Quincey on, 82. 

Jura, the, pref. ed. 2, 4. 

KaraKplvw^ the Greek, 18. 

Kings, the true, of the earth, 42. 

,, make “ il gran rihuto,” 43. 

,, to gather treasures of wisdom for their people, 45. 

,, how they should rule, doers of right (Rex), 91. 

,, ,, ,, princes of peace (Dei Gratia), 

91. 

,, their people to love them, 44. 
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Kings, Moth, Rust, and Robber, 45. 

Kingships, spectral, tyrannous and true, 51. 

,, true, based only on superior moral state, 53, 
Knighthood, modern, suggested, 88. 

Knowledge, accuracy before depth of, 75. 

,, of women and men, 74 seq. 

Lady, and “ gentlewoman,” titles of, 88 n, 

I^and, theories on distribution of, 30 n. 

,, the real question, “ Who is to dig it?” 30 n. 
Language, thoroughly to learn, is the work of a life, 19,* 

1., aws of nature, their beauty, 72. 

I.ectures, and written books, different in style, pref, 3. 
Letters, men of, 15. 

Libraries, circulating, 32. 

,, national, in every city, planned, 49, 

Limmat, fouling of the, pref. ed. 2, 7. 

Lion, of Lucerne,/?*^, ed. 2, i. 

Literature, cheapness of, makes us undervalue books, 32* 
,, dt^spised in Pmgland, 32. 

,, meaning of, 15. 

Lord = law-keeper, 88. 

1.. 0ve, instinct of, 86. 

,, sanctifying power of, 64. 

,, trust and, go together in noble hearts, 64. 

Lovers, the true relation of knight and lady, 64-5. 
Lucerne, pref. ed. 2, 4. 

,, in old days, pref ed. 2, 7. 

,, lion of, pref. ed. 2, i. 

,, New Quay,/r^. ed. 2, i. 

,, Schweizerhof, ed. 2, i. 

,, tunnelling by Tell's chapel, 35. 

Lucian, quoted, i motto. 

Luxury, prrf. ed. 2, 6. 

,, English, 32. 

Magnanimity, what, 42. 

Man and woman, different functions of, 68. 

,, duty to the state, the expansion of that to home, 86 
,, has less svmpathy and hope than woman, 91. 

,, the world must harden every, 68. 

Marriage, the seal of service, 66. 

Matterhorn, accident on the, pref , ed. 2, i. 

Max Miiller, to be studied, 19. 

Menai straits, scenery of the, 84. 

Menu, reprint of a luxurious, 36 n. 

Mersey, the, scenery of, 84. 

Mestre, pref. ed. 2, 6. 
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Michelet, History of France ^ 82 n, 

Milan, in old pref ed. 2, 7. 

Milton, every word has a purpose in, 20. 

,, on bishops, 20 seq. 

,, on keys of heaven, for once beyond Dante, 24, 

,, religion, 20. 

,, Shakespeare and Dante wiser than, 25. 

,, Lycidas, passage from, studied, 20. 

Mimosa-tree, 28. 

Mines, accidents in, pref ed. 2, i. 

Miser, the, 94. 

Mob, a, may be talked into anything, 30. 

Models, the finest art, true, simple, useful. 79, 

Modernism, the dust cloud of art, literature, _ 1882, 
pref. 3. 

Money or life, changed by modern trade to your money and 
your life, 30. 

Money-making, English love of, 39. 

,, the root of all evil, 30. 

Montan vert, pref ed. 2, 5. 

Morning Post, March 10, 1865, account of fete, 36 n. 
Mortification, meaning of, 4. 

Moses, educated by a woman, 62. 

Music, what kind the best is, 79. 

Nation, noble, just in feeling, 30. 

,, is consistent, what it does and does not do. 30. 
Nature, despised and ruined in England, 35. 

,, influence of, in education, 82 seq. 

Nephelo-coccygia, ed. 2, 2. 

Newspaper extracts, author keeps, 36. 

,, not to be our only reading, 9. 

Novels, choice of, 78. 

,, effect of, 78. 

,, good, are studies in moral anatomy, 77. 

,, not to interest so much as to interfere with the real 
interest of life, 76. 

OLTEN,/r^ ed. 2, 4. 

Opinion, few have any right to their own, 25. 

Opium trade, the, 30. 

Otterburn, pref. ed. 2, 7. 

Pagan religion, peopled the fair earth with spirirs, 85. 

Pall Mall Gazette (1865), establishment of, 37 seq. 

,, ,, now a mere party paper, 37 n. 

,, ,, on Forward murders, pref. ed. 2, 6. 

,, ,, quoted on almsgiving, 37 
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Parliament, “false quantities" ridiculed, why not false mean- 
ings, i6. 

Passion, our honour in proportion to cur, 27. 

,, sensation and, each a high thing, 27. 

,, true, is disciplined, 29. 

,, God-given, liigher than reason, 28. 

Pastor, is one who feeds, 22. 

Patmore, Coventry, to be iiarefiilly read, his power, 65 n, 

,, ,, quoted, “Ah! wasteful woman,” 68. 

Peace, the prince of, the title enlarged on, 91. 

Penelope, 61. 

Pension, government, receipt of, is going into the workhouse on 
a large scale, 37 and 71. 

,, government, or parish relief, 62, 64, 65. 

Pleasure, love of, a fatal motive, 4. 

Poets, unfulfilled dreams of the, 132. 

Political economy : — 

author's, and motives of human action, 5. 
love of money, recognized as sole motive, 30. 
Politics,//'^, ed. 2, 6. 

Poor, bishops to “ see ” the, 22. 

Position in life, education and a, 2-3, 80. 

Power, our instinctive love of, 86. 

,, what, to be coveted, 87. 

Praise, love of, as a motive, 3-4. 

,, woman’s great function, 68. 

Prayer-book, “ for all who are desolate and oppressed,’* 72, 
Press, the power of the, 37 ?t. 

Pride, may be good, except religious pride, pref, 7. 

Priest and presbyter, 18. 

Providence, modern thanking of, for bicycles and steam, 1882, 
pref. 2. 

Puffing up, religious, 23. 

Quantities, fidse, rightly laughed at, 16. 

Reading, a letter by letter study, 25. 

,, accuracy the main thing, 15. 

,, is to find author's meaning, not to Insert your own, 25. 

,, mere, does not make us literate, 15. 

Reason, less high than passion, 28. 

Red ink, passage printed in, 36. 

Regina means right-doer, 89. 

Reilly’s survey of the Alps, pref. ed. 2, 2. 

Religion of humanity and chaos, 1882, pref. 3. 

,, “ puffing up,” a fatal sign in, 23. 

Reuss, fouling of the, ed. 2, 7. 

Rex = right-doer, 90. 
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Reynolds, Sir J., his art-writings outside his art-work, 12. 
Rhone, in old days, pref. ed, 2, 7. 

Richmond, Yorkshire, the river blackened, 35 n, 

Ripon, Bishop of, at St. Paul’s Cathedral, 36. 

Rivers, sources of, tiiscovered, 29. 

Road making and mending, pref. ed. 2, 5. 

Robert le Diable, 37. 

Ropes, for Alpine climbing, /rr/i ed. 2, 3. 

Rossetti, D. (}., translation of Italian poetry quoted, 60. 

Sailors, not vain, pref. ed. 2, 2. 

Samaritan, good, modern Knglish version of the, 31. 

Satanella, referred to, 37. 

Savoyard hills, their beauty, pref, ed. 2, 4. 

Scenery, ruin of, by tourists and railroads, 35. 

,, Swiss, modern interest \x\,pref. ed. 2, 4. 

,, value of, by England and Greece, 84 5. 

Schaffhausen, railroad over falls, 35. 

Scholarship, accurate use of words is good, 15, 19. 

School, account of a Welsh (1848), 85. 

Schreckhorn, the, ed. 2, 4, 

Science and art, English, due to private, not public energy, 33. 
,, despised in England, 33 (cf. H?ne and Tide, App. i). 

, , See s. Discozfery, pref. ed. 2. 

Scorpion whips of undisciplined passions, 31. 

Scott, Sir W. , has only three heroic men, 59. 

,, early romances of, 59. 

, , merit and truth of, 59. 

„ poetry of, 59. 

,, women of, noble (Alice Bridgenorth, Alice 

Lilias Redgauntlet, Diana Vernon, Catherine 
Seyton, Rose Bradwardine, Ellen Douglas, 
Flora Macivor, Jeanie Deans), 59. 

Quoted or referred to : — 

Edward Glendinning, weakness of, 59 n. 

Colonel Mannering, Talbot, Gardiner, 59 
Claverhouse, heroic, 59. 

Rob Roy, heroic, 59. 

Dandie Dinmont, 59. 

Redgauntlet, 59 n. 

Fortunes of Nigel, “ What d’ye lack?” 34. 
Scythian custom of buriaj, 42. 

Sectarianism, evils of, 23, pref. i. 

Sensation, a high thing, 27. 

,, / to lack, is vulgarity, 28. 

Sensitive, we are human only so fai as we are, 27. 

Sensualist, the, 92. 
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Sexes, their relation, not one of superiority, but of difference, 67. 
Shakespeare, catastrophe of* his plays, due to a man’s fault, 
redeemed by a woman’s virtue, 57. 

„ view of women, 58. 

their dignity, 56 seq. 

his good women faultless, 56. 

his wicked women, 58. 

Quoted or referred to : — 

Antony and Cleopatra, Antony not a hero, 56. 

As You Like It, 56. 

Orlando, not a hero, 56. 

Coriolanus, catastrophe of the play, 57. 

,, not a hero, 56. 

,, Virgilia, Shakespeare’s loveliest heroine, 56. 

Cymbeline, catastrophe of, 57. 

Hamlet, not a hero, 56. 

,, catastrophe of, 58. 

,, Ophelia, the only weak woman in Shakcspcare,58. 
Henry V., 56. 

Julius Caesar, not a hero, 56. 

Lear, his fall due to his bad judgment, 57. 

,, Kent, not quite a hero, 56. 

Measure for Measure, catastrophe of, 57. 

Merchant of Venice, 57. 

Shy lock, not a hero, 56. 
iii. 2, “unlessoned girl,” 95. 

Midsummer Night’s Dream, Helena, 57, 95. 

Much Ado, Beatrice, 57. 

„ Hero, 57. 

Othello, catastrophe of, 57, 

,, not a hero, 56. 

„ perplexed in the extreme, 30 
Richard III. on bishops, 28. 

Romeo and Juliet, 56. 

,, catastrophe of, 57. 

,, Romeo, not a hero, 57* 

Two Gentlemen of Verona, 56. 

Julia, 57. 

Winter’s 'Tale, catastrophe of, 57. 

Ships, loss of life on English, ed. 2, i. 

Snowdon, scenery, 84. 

Society, why we desire to be in good, 5. 

,, falsity of, and girls’ education, 80. 

Soldiers, not vain, pref. ed, 2, 2. 

Solenhofen, fossils, collection of, 33, 

Speaking, public, i. 

Spenser’s noble women, Una and Britomart, 6a- 
Spirit, meaning of the word, 23. 

Stars, a starry night described, 39. 

State, duty of man and woman to the, 86* 

,, full meaning of the word, 82. 
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Swiss guards, pref. ed. 2, i. 

,, guides. See s. Guides^ pref, ed. 2, 

,, mercenaries, ed, 2, i. 

Switzerland, cannot be commercially great, pref. ed. 2, 7. 

,, destruction of, pref. ed. 2, 4. 

,, duty of 3 £ngland to, pref. ed. 2, 7. 

,, modern travel in, pref ed. 2, 4. 

,, what England has taught \i, pref. ed. 2, 7. 

,, what it might have been, pref. ed. 2, 7. 

Tact, defined, 28. 

Teachers of the young, their social position, 81. 

Tennyson, Maud quoted, “ Come into the garden,” 94. 
Thackeray, the lessons taught by, vary with the reader, 77. 
Theocritus, love of scenery, ed. 2, 5. 

Theology, women not to study, 73. 

Thoughts, our own, of little value, 25. 

,, the wisest, are but pertinent questions, 25. 
Tourists, destruction of Alpine roses pref. ed. 2, 5. 
Tract-giving, 37. 

True, the, is harmonious, 55. 

Tunnels on Swiss railways, pref. ed. 2, 4. 

Turner’s drawing, Kirkby Lonsdale, 41. 

Tutors, social position of, 81. 

pref . ed. 2, 6. 

Usury, 31. 

Vanity, as a motive of action, 4. 

,, competitions a.nd, prf ed. 2, 1-2. See s. Discovery, 
Vassals, our, to be fed by us, not to feed us, 89. 

Venice, pref. ed. 2, 6. 

,, the pictures of, and the Austrian guns, 34. 

Verona, pref. ed. 2, 6. 

Virgil, love of scenery by, pref. ed. 2, 5. 

Viso, Monte, pref, ed. 2, 4. 

Vulcan, the god of Toil, 48. 

Vulgarity, is want of sensation, 38. 

Wai.es, Report on (1848), and school in, 85. 

War, capitalists support unjust (cf. Unto this Last), 46. 

,, lessons in, from England and France, pref. ed. 2, 7. 

,, women responsible for, as they could hinder it, 91. 
Wealth and war, 47. 

Wife, should guide her husband, 67. 

,, the true, is a home-maker, 68. 

Wine, money spent on, horses, and books, 32. 

Wise men and authors speak in parables, 13. 

Women, beauty of, what, 70. 

F 
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Women, beauty of, and on what depended, 71. 

,, changefulness of noble, 69. 

,, deficient in accuracy and precision? 57. 

,, dignity of, according to the great poets, 56 seq. 

f, duties to the state, the expansion of that to their 

homes,/ 86. 

,, ,, {lublic as well as private, 86. 

,, education of, 70 seq. 

,, ,, its end stated, the reading of history, 

72 seq. 

„ ,, (she is to learn that she may feel and 

judge, not that she may know), 72 seq. 
,, ,, to learn some one science, 72. 

,, ., but not theology, 73. 

,, knowledge of, to be accurate, if not deep, 74 seq. 

,, men and, their relation, 54, 63-4. 

,, ,, women to buckle on men’s armour in every 

sense, 65. 

„ men, not inferior to, hut different from, 67. 

,, not the slaves of men, 54. 

,, and men, their different functions, 68, 

,, obedience to, in noble times, 64. 

,, position of, 54 seq. 

,, praise, their great function, 68. 

,, to be queens, 90. 

,, responsible for the misery of the world, 91. 

,, rights, and man’s, not independent or conflicting, 54. 
,, sympathies of, not to be confined to their homes, 92. 

,, worship and honour of, in all Christian times, 64. 
[Lect. II. Woman, i. her place. 

ii. the education to fit her for it ; a. books, 

d. accomplishments, c. nature. 

iii. in relation to the state.] 

Words, masked modern, 16. 

,, the “peerage" of, 15. 

Wordsworth, his exquisite right?iess, 70. 

Quoted : — 

“ Three years she grew,’' 70. 

“A countenance in which did meet,” 71. 

Work, right amusement is found in right, 89. 

Workhouse, prejudice of the poor against, 36-7. 

,, receiving a government pension is going into the, 
65 and n. 

Youth. See s. Education, &c. 

Zurich, vintage thanksgivingat, sad sight (firing horse pistols), 
35 (cf. Time and Tide^ § 46), 
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PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION 

( 1865 ) 

1. The following Lectures were really given, in 
substance, at a girls’ school (far in the country) ; 
which, in the course of various experiments on 
the possibility of introducing some better practice 
of drawing into the modern scheme of female 
education, I visited frequently enough to enable 
the children to regard me as a friend. The 
Lectures always fell more or less into the* form 
of fragmentary answers to questions ; and they 
are allowed to retain that form, as, on the whole, 
likely to be more interesting than the symmetries 
of a continuous treatise. Many children (for the 
school was large) took part, at different times, 
in the conversations ; but I have endeavoured, 
’mthout confusedly multiplying the number of 
imaginary^ speakers, to represent, as far as I 
could, the general tone of comment and enquiry 
among young people. 

2. It will be at once seen that these Lectures 

1 I do not mean, in saying “imaginary,” that I have not 
permitted to myself, in several instances, the affectionate dis- 
courtesy of some reminiscence of personal character ; for which 
I must hope to be forgiven by my old pupils and their friends, 
as I could not otherwise have written the book at all. But 
only two sentences in all the dialogues, and the anecdote of 
“ Dotty,” are literally “ historical.” 
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were not intended for ai^ introduction to miners 
alogy. Their purpose was merely to awaken in 
the minds of young girls, who were ready to 
work earnestly and systematically, a vital interest 
in the subject of their study. No science can be 
learned in play ; but it is often possible, in play, 
to bring good fruit out of past labour, or show 
sufficient reasons for the labour of the future. 

The narrowness of this aim does not, indeed, 
justify the absence of all reference to many im- 
portant principles of structure, and many of the 
most interesting orders of minerals ; but I felt 
it impossible to go far into detail without illus- 
trations ; and if readers find this book useful, I 
may, perhaps, endeavour to supplement it by 
illustrated notes of the more interesting pheno- 
mena in separate groups of familiar minerals ; — 
flints of the chalk ; agates of the basalts ; and 
the fantastic and exquisitely beautiful varieties of 
the vein-ores of the two commonest metals, lead 
and iron. But I have always found that the less 
we speak of our intentions, the more chance there 
is of our realising them ; and this poor little 
book will sufficiently have done its work, for 
the present, if it engages any of its young readers* 
in study which may enable them to despise it for 
its shortcomings. 

Denmark Hill, 

Christmas 1866 . 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION 
( 1877 ) 

1. I HAVE seldom been more disappointed by the 
result of my best pains given to any books, than 
by the earnest request of my late publishers, 
after the opinion of the public had been taken 
on the Ethics of the Dust, that I would “ write 
no more in dialogue ! ” However, I bowed to 
public judgment in this matter at once (knowing 
also my inventive powers to be of the feeblest) ; 
but in reprinting the book (at the prevailing 
request of my kind friend, Mr, Henry Willett), 
I would pray the readers whom it may at first 
offend by its disconnected method, to examine, 
nevertheless, with care, the passages in which the 
principal speaker sums the conclusions of any 
dialogue : for these summaries were written as 
introductions, for young people, to all that I have 
said on the same matters in my larger books ; 
and on re-reading them, they satisfy me better, 
and seem to me calculated to be more generally 
useful, than anything else I have done of the 
kind. 

The summary of the contents of the old book, 
beginning, “ You may at least earnestly believe,” 
at p. 178, is thus the clearest exposition I have 
ever yet given of the general conditions under 

13 
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which the Personal Creative Power manifests itself 
in the forms of matter ; and the analysis of 
heathen conceptions of Deity, beginning at p. 179, 
and closing at p. 189, not only prefaces, but very 
nearly supersedes, all that in more lengthy terms 
I have since asserted, or pleaded for, in Aratra 
Pentelici and the Queen of the Air. 

2. And thus, however the book may fail in its 
intention of suggesting new occupations or interests 
to its younger readers, I think it worth reprinting, 
in the way I have also reprinted Unto this 
Last , — page for page ; that the students of my 
more advanced works may be able to refer to 
these as the original documents of them ; of 
which the most essential in this book are these 
following. 

I. The explanation of the baseness of the ava- 
ricious functions of the Lower Pthah, p. 68, with 
his beetle-gospel, p. 61, ‘‘ that a nation can stand 
on its vices better than on its virtues,” explains 
the main motive of all my books on Political 
Economy. 

II. The examination of the connection between 
stupidity and crime, pp. 81-89, anticipated all 
that I have had to urge in Fors Clavigera 
against the commonly alleged excuse for public 
wickedness, — “ They don’t mean it — they don’t 
know any better.” 

III. The examination of the roots of Moral 
Power, pp. 125, 127, is a summary of what is 
afterwards developed with utmost care in my 
inaugural lecture at Oxford on the relation of 
Art to Morals ; compare in that lecture, §§ 83- 
85, with the sentence in p. 127 of this book, — 

Nothing is ever done so as really to please our 
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Father, unless we would also have done it, though 
we had had no Father to know of it.” 

This sentence, however, it must be observed, 
regards only the general conditions of action in 
the children of God, in consequence of which 
it is foretold of them by Christ that they will 
say at the Judgment, ‘‘When saw we Thee?” 
It does not refer to the distinct cases in which 
virtue consists in faith given to command, appear- 
ing to foolish human judgment inconsistent with 
the Moral Law, as in the sacrifice of Isaac ; nor 
to those in which any directly-given command 
requires nothing more of virtue than obedience. 

IV. The subsequent pages, 127-135, were 
written especially to check the dangerous im- 
pulses natural to the minds of many amiable 
young women, in the direction of narrow and 
selfish religious sentiment : and they contain, 
therefore, nearly everything which I believe it 
necessary that young people should be made to 
observe, respecting the errors of monastic life. 
But they in nowise enter on the reverse, or favour- 
able side ; of which indeed I did not, and as yet 
do not, feel myself able to speak with any de- 
cisiveness ; the evidence on that side, as stated 
in the text, having “ never yet been dispassion- 
ately examined.” 

V. The dialogue with Lucilla, beginning at 
p. 89, is, to my own fancy, the best bit of con- 
versation in the book ; and the issue of it, at 
p. 95, the most practically and immediately useful. 
For on the idea of the inevitable weakness and 
corruption of human nature, has logically fol- 
lowed, in our daily life, the horrible creed of 
modern “ Social Science,” that all social action 
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must be scientifically founded on vicious impulses. 
But on the habit of measuring and reverencing 
our powers and talents that we may kindly use 
them, will be founded a true Social science, 
developing, by the employment of them, all 
the real powers and honourable feelings of the 
race. 

VI. Finally, the account given in the second 
and third lectures, of the real nature and marvel- 
lousness of the laws of crystallization, is necessary 
to the understanding of what farther teaching of 
the beauty of inorganic form I may be able to 
give, either in Deucalion^ or in my Elements 
of Drawing. I wish however that the second 
lecture had been made the beginning of the book ; 
and would fain now cancel the first altogether, 
which I perceive to be both obscure and dull. It 
was meant for a metaphorical description of the 
pleasures and dangers in the kingdom of Mam- 
mon, or of worldly wealth ; its waters mixed with 
blood, its fruits entangled in thickets of trouble, 
and poisonous when gathered ; and the final cap- 
tivity of its inhabitants within frozen walls of 
cruelty and disdain. But the imagery is stupid 
and ineffective throughout ; and I retain this 
chapter only because I am resolved to leave 
no room for any one to say that I have with- 
drawn, as erroneous in principle, so much as a 
single sentence of any of my books written since 
1860. 

3. One licence taken in this book, however, 
though often permitted to essay-writers for the 
relief of their dulness, I never mean to take more, 
— the relation of composed metaphor as of actual 
dream^ pp. 33 and 144. I assumed, it is true, 
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that in these places the supposed dream would 
be easily seen to be an invention ; but must not 
any more, even under so transparent disguise, 
pretend to any share in the real powers of Vision 
possessed by great poets and true painters, 

BRANTWOOT), 

lOUt October, 1875^ 
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LECTURE I 

THE VALLEY OF DIAMONDS 

A very idle talky hy the dining-room fircy after raiain-and- 
almond-time. 

Old Lecturer; Flo brie, Isabel, May, Lily, 
and Sibyl. 

1. Old Lecturer (L.). Come here, Isabel, and 
tell me what the make-believe was, this afternoon. 

Isabel {arranging herself very frimly on the foot- 
stool), Such a dreadful one ! Florrie and I were 
lost in the Valley of Diamonds. 

L. What ! Sindbad’s, which nobody could get 
out of ? 

Isabel. Yes ; but Florrie and I got out of it. 

L. So I see. At least, I see you did ; but are 
you sure Florrie did ? 

Isabel. Quite sure. 

Florrie {putting her head round from behind 
sofa-cushion). Quite sure. {Disappears again,) 

L. I think I could be made to feel surer 
about it. 
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(Florrie reappears, gives L. a kiss, and again 
exit,) 

L. I suppose it’s all right ; but how did you 
manage it ? 

Isabel. Well, you know, the eagle that took 
up Sindbad was very large — very, very large — 
the largest of all the eagles. 

L. How large were the others ? 

Isabel. I don’t quite know — they were so far 
off. But this one was, oh, so big ! and it had 
great wings, as wide as — twice over the ceiling. 
So, when it was picking up Sindbad, Florrie and 
I thought it wouldn’t know if we got on its back 
too : so I got up first, and then I pulled up 
Florrie, and we put our arms round its neck and 
away it flew. 

L. But why did you want to get out of the 
valley ? and why haven’t you brought me some 
diamonds ? 

Isabel. It was because of the serpents. I 
couldn’t pick up even the least little bit of a 
diamond, I was so frightened. 

L. You should not have minded the serpents. 

Isabel. Oh, but suppose they had minded me ? 

L. We all of us mind you a little too much, 
Isabel, I’m afraid. 

Isabel. No — no — no, indeed. 

2. L. I tell you what, Isabel — I don’t believe 
either Sindbad, or Florrie, or you, ever were in 
the Valley of Diamonds. 

Isabel. You naughty ! when I tell you we 
were ! 

L. Because you say you were frightened at the 
serpents. 

Isabel. And wouldn’t you have been ? 
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L. Not at those serpents. Nobody who really 
goes into the valley is ever frightened at them — 
they are so beautiful. 

Isabel {suddenly serious). But there’s no real 
Valley of Diamonds, is there ? 

L. Yes, Isabel ; very real indeed. 

Florrie (reappearing). Oh, where ? Tell me 
about it. 

L. I cannot tell you a great deal about it ; 
only I know it is very different from Sindbad’s. 
In his valley, there . was only a diamond lying 
here and there ; but, in the real valley, there are 
diamonds covering the grass in showers every 
morning, instead of dew : and there are clusters 
of trees, which look like lilac trees ; but, in spring, 
all their blossoms are of amethyst. 

Florrie. But there can’t be any serpents 
there, then ? 

L. Why not ? 

Florrie. Because they don’t come into such 
beautiful places. 

L. I never said it was a beautiful place. 

Florrie. What ! not with diamonds strewed 
about it like dew ! 

L. That’s according to your fancy, Florrie. 
For myself, I like dew better. 

Isabel. Oh, but the dew won’t stay; it all 
dries ! 

L. Yes ; and it would be much nicer if the 
diamonds dried too, for the people in the valley 
have to sweep them off the grass, in heaps, when- 
ever they want to walk on it ; and then the heaps 
glitter so, they hurt one’s eyes. 

3. Florrie. Now you’re just playing, you 
know. 
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L. So are you, you know. 

Florrie. Yes, but you mustn^t play. 

L. That’s very hard, Florrie ; why mustn’t I, 
if you may ? 

Florrie. Oh, I may, because I’m little, but 
you mustn’t, because you’re — [hesitates for a 
delicate expression of magnitude). 

L. [rudely talcing the first that comes). Because 
I’m big ? No ; that’s not the way of it at all, 
Florrie. Because you’re little, you should have 
very little play ; and because I’m big, I should 
have a great deal. 

Isabel and Florrie [both). No — no — no — no. 
That isn’t it at all. (Isabel, sola, quoting Miss 
Ingelow,) The lambs play always — they know 
no better.” [Putting her head very much on one 
side,) Ah, now — please — please — tell us true ;• 
we want to know. 

L. But why do you want me to tell you true, 
any more than the man who wrote the Arabian 
Nights ? 

Isabel. Because — because we hke to know 
about real things ; and you can tell us, and we 
can’t ask the man who wrote the stories. 

L. What do you call real things ? 

Isabel. Now, you know ! Things that really 
are. 

L. Whether you can see them or not ? 

Isabel. Yes, if somebody else saw them. 

L. But if nobody has ever seen them ? 

4. Isabel [evading the point). Well, but, you 
know, if there were a real Valley of Diamonds, 
somebody must have seen it. 

L. You cannot be so sure of that, Isabel. 
Many people go to real places, and never see 
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them ; and many people pass through this valley, 
and never see it. 

Florrie. What stupid people they must be ! 

L. No, Florrie. They are much wiser than the 
people who do see it. 

May. I think I know where it is. 

Isabel. Tell us more about it, and then we’ll 
guess. 

L. Well — there’s a great broad road, by a 
river-side, leading up into it. 

May (gravely cunning, with emphasis on the last 
word). Does the road really go up ? 

L. You think it should go down into a valley ? 
No, it goes up ; this is a valley among the hills, 
and it is as high as the clouds, and is often full 
of them ; so that even the people who most want 
to see it, cannot, always. 

Isabel. And what is the river beside the road 
like ? 

L. It ought to be very beautiful, because it 
flows over diamond sand — only the water is thick 
and red. 

Isabel. Red water ? 

L. It isn’t all water. 

May. Oh, please never mind that, Isabel, just 
now ; I want to hear about the valley. 

6. L. So the entrance to it is very wide, under 
a steep rock ; only such numbers of people are 
always trying to get in, that they keep jostling 
each other, and manage it but slowly. Some 
weak ones are pushed back, and never get in at 
all ; and make great moaning as they go away : 
but perhaps they are none the worse in the end. 

May. And when one gets in, what is it like ? 

L. It is up and down, broken kind of ground : 
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the road stops directly ; and there are great dark 
rocks, covered all over with wild gourds and wild 
vines ; the gourds, if you cut them, are red, with 
black seeds, like water-melons, and look ever so 
nice ; and the people of the place make a red 
pottage of them : but you must take care not to 
eat any if you ever want to leave the valley 
(though I believe putting plenty of meal in it 
makes it wholesome). Then the wild vines have 
clusters of the colour of amber ; and the people 
of the country say they are the grape of Eshcol ; 
and sweeter than honey : but indeed, if anybody 
else tastes them, they are like gall. Then there 
are thickets of bramble, so thorny that they 
would be cut away directly, anywhere else ; but 
here they are covered with little cinque-foiled 
blossoms of pure silver ; and, for berries, they 
have clusters of rubies. Dark rubies, which you 
only see are red after gathering them. But you 
may fancy what blackberry parties the children 
have ! Only they get their frocks and hands 
sadly torn. 

Lily. But rubies can’t spot one’s frocks, as 
blackberries do ? 

6. L. No ; but I’ll tell you what spots them — 
the mulberries. There are great forests of them, 
all up the hills, covered with silkworms, some 
munching the leaves so loud that it is like mills 
at work ; and some spinning. But the berries 
are the l3lackest you ever saw; and, wherever 
they fall, they stain a deep red ; and nothing ever 
washes it out again, . And it is their juice, soak- 
ing through the grass, which makes the river so 
red, because all its springs are in this wood. And 
the boughs of the trees are twisted, as if in pain. 
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like old olive branches ; and their leaves are 
dark. And it is in these forests that the serpents 
arc ; but nobody is afraid of them. They have 
fine crimson crests, and they are wreathed about 
the wild branches, one in every tree, nearly ; and 
they are singing serpents, for the serpents are, in 
this forest, what birds are in ours. 

Florrie. Oh, I don’t want to go there at all, 
now. 

L. You would like it very much indeed, 
Florrie, if you were there. The serpents would 
not bite you ; the only fear would be of your 
turning into one ! 

Florrie. Oh, dear, but that’s worse. 

L. You wouldn’t think so if you really were 
turned into one, Florrie ; you would be very 
proud of your crest. And as long as you were 
yourself (not that you could get there if you 
remained quite the little Florrie you are now), 
you would like to hear the serpents sing. They 
hiss a little through it, like the cicadas in Italy ; 
but they keep good time, and sing delightful 
melodies ; and most of them have seven heads, 
with throats which each take a note of the 
octave ; so that they can sing chords — it is very 
fine indeed. And the fireflies fly round the edge 
of the forests all the night long ; you wade in 
fireflies, they make the fields look like a lake 
trembling with reflection of stars ; but you must 
take care not to touch them, for they are not like 
Italian fireflies, but burn, like real sparks. 

Florrie. I don’t like it at all ; I’ll never go 
there. 

7. L. I hope not, Florrie ; or at least that you 
will get out again if you do. And it is very 
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difficult to get out, for beyond these serpent 
forests there are great cliffs of dead gold, which 
form a labyrinth, winding always higher and 
higher, till the gpld is all split asunder by wedges 
of ice ; and glaciers, welded, half of ice seven 
times frozen, and half of gold seven times frozen, 
hang down from them, and fall in thunder, cleaving 
into deadly splinters, like the Cretan arrowheads ; 
and into a mixed dust of snow and gold, pon- 
derous, yet which the mountain whirlwinds are 
able to lift and drive in wreaths and pillars, hiding 
the paths with a burial cloud, fatal at once with 
wintry chill, and weight of golden ashes. So the 
wanderers in the labyrinth fall, one by one, and 
are buried there : — yet, over the drifted graves, 
those who are spared climb to the last, through 
coil on coil of the path ; — for at the end of it 
they see the king of the valley, sitting on his 
throne : and beside him (but it is only a false 
vision), spectra of creatures like themselves, set 
on thrones, from which they seem to look down 
on all the kingdom’s of the world, and the glory of 
them. And on the canopy of his throne there is 
an inscription in fiery letters, which they strive 
to read, but cannot ; for it is written in words 
which are like the words of all languages, and yet 
are of none. Men say it is more like their own 
tongue to the English than it is to any other 
nation ; but the only record of it is by an Italian, 
who heard the king himself cry it as a war cry, 
** Pape Satan, Pape Satan Aleppe.’’ ^ 

8. Sibyl. But do they all perish there ? You 
said there was a way through the valley, and out 
of4t. 


i Dante, Inf. 7. s, 
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L. Yes ; but few find it. If any of them keep 
to the grass paths, where the diamonds are swept 
aside ; and hold their hands over their eyes so as 
not to be dazzled, the grass paths lead forward 
gradually to a place where one sees a little open- 
ing in the golden rocks. You were at Chamouni 
last year, Sibyl ; did your guide chance to show 
you the pierced rock of the Aiguille du Midi ? 

Sibyl. No,' indeed, wc only got up from 
Geneva on Monday night ; and it rained all 
Tuesday : and we had to be back at Geneva 
again, early on Wednesday morning. 

L. Of course. That is the way to see a 
country in a Sibylline manner, by inner con- 
sciousness : but you might have seen the pierced 
rock in your drive up, or down, if the clouds 
broke : not that there is much to see in it ; one 
of the crags of the aiguille-edge, on the southern 
slope of it, is struck sharply through, as by an 
awl, into a little eyelet hole ; which you may see, 
seven thousand feet above the valley (as the 
clouds flit past behind it, or leave the sky), first 
white, and then dark blue. Well, there’s just 
such an eyelet hole in one of the upper crags of 
the Diamond Valley ; and, from a distance, you 
think that it is no bigger than the eye of a needle. 
But if you get up to it, they say you may drive a 
loaded camel through it, and that there are fine 
things on the other side, but I have never spoken 
with anybody who had been through. 

Sibyl. I think we understand it now. We 
will try to write it down, and think of it. 

9. L. Meantime, Florrie, though all that I 
have been telling you is very true, yet you must 
not think the sort of diamonds that people wear 



28 THE ETHICS OP THE DUST 

in rings and necklaces are found lying about on 
the grass. Would you like to see how they really 
are found ? 

Florrie. Oh, yes — yes. 

L. Isabel — or Lily — run up to my room and 
fetch me the little box with a glass lid, out of 
the top drawer of the chest of drawers. {Race 
between Lily and Isabel.) 

{Re-enter Isabel with the box, very much out of 
breath, Lily behind.) 

L. Why, you never can beat Lily in a race on 
the stairs, can you, Isabel ? 

Isabel {panting), Lily — beat me — ever so far 
— but she gave me — the box — to carry in. 

L. Take off the lid then ; gently. 

Florrie {after peeping in, disappointed). There’s 
only a great ugly brown stone ! 

L. Not much more than that, certainly, 
Florrie, if people were wise. But look, it is not 
a single stone ; but a knot of pebbles fastened 
together by gravel ; and in the gravel, or com- 
pressed sand, if you look close, you will see grains 
of gold glittering everywhere, all through ; and 
then, do you see these two white beads, which 
shine, as if they had been covered with grease ? 

Florrie. May I touch them ? 

L. Yes ; you will find they are not greasy, 
only very smooth. Well, those are the fatal 
jewels ; native here in their dust with gold, so 
that you may see, cradled here together, the two 
great enemies of mankind, — the strongest of all 
malignant physical powers that have tormented 
our race. 

Sibyl. Is that really so ? I know they do 
great harm ; but do they not also do great good ? 
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10. L. My dear child, what good ? Was any 
woman, do you suppose, ever the better for 
possessing diamonds ? but how many have been 
made base, frivolous, and miserable by desiring 
them ? Was ever man the better for having 
coffers full of gold ? Bufc who shall measure the 
guilt that is incurred to fill them ? Look into 
the history of any civilised nations ; analyse, 
with reference to this one cause of crime and 
misery, the lives and thoughts of their nobles, 
priests, merchants, and men of luxurious life. 
Every other temptation is at last concentrated 
into this ; pride, and lust, and envy, and anger, 
all give up their strength to avarice. The sin of 
the whole world is essentially the sin of Judas. 
Men do not disbelieve their Christ ; but they sell 
Him. 

Sibyl. But surely that is the fault of human 
nature ? it is not caused by the accident, as it 
were, of there being a pretty metal, like gold, to 
be found by digging. If people could not find 
that, would they not find something else, and 
quarrel for it instead ? 

11. L. No. Wherever legislators have suc- 
ceeded in excluding, for a time, jewels and 
precious metals from among national possessions, 
the national spirit has remained healthy. Covet- 
ousness is not natural to man — generosity is ; but 
covetousness must be excited by a special cause, 
as a given disease by a given miasma ; and the 
essential nature of a material for the excitement 
of covetousness is, that it shall be a beautiful 
thing which can be retained without a use. The 
moment we can use our possessions to any good 
purpose ourselves, the instinct of communicating 
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that use to others rises side by side with our 
power. If you can read a book rightly, you will 
want others to hear it ; if you can enjoy a picture 
rightly, you will want others to see it : learn 
how to manage a horse, a plough, or a ship, and 
you will desire to make your subordinates good 
horsemen, ploughmen, or sailors : you will never 
be able to see the fine instrument you are master 
of, abused ; but, once fix your desire on anything 
useless, and all the purest pride and folly in your 
heart will mix with the desire, and make you at 
last wholly inhuman, a mere ugly lump of stomach 
and suckers, like a cuttle-fish. 

12. Sibyl. But surely, these two beautiful 
things, gold and diamonds, must have been 
appointed to some good purpose ? 

L. Quite conceivably so, my dear : as also 
earthquakes and pestilences ; but of such ultimate 
purposes we can have no sight. The practical, 
immediate office of the earthquake and pestilence 
is to slay us, like moths ; and, as moths, we shall 
be wise to live out of their way. So, the prac- 
tical, immediate office of gold and diamonds is 
the multiplied destruction of souls (in whatever 
sense you have been taught to understand that 
phrase) ; and the paralysis of wholesome human 
effort and thought on the face of God’s earth : 
and a wise nation will live out of the way of 
them. The money which the English habitually 
spend in cutting diamonds would, in ten years, 
if it were applied to cutting rocks instead, leave 
no dangerous reef nor difficult harbour round the 
whole island coast. Great Britain would be a 
diamond worth cutting, indeed, a true piece of 
regalia, {Leaves this to their thoughts for a little 
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while,) Then, also, we poor mineralogists might 
sometimes have the chance of seeing a fine crystal 
of diamond unhacked by the jeweller. 

Sibyl. Would it be more beautiful uncut ? 

L. No ; but of infinite interest. We might 
even come to know something about the making 
of diamonds. 

Sibyl. I thought the chemists could make 
them already ? 

13. L. In very small black crystals, yes ; but 
no one knows how they are formed where they 
are found ; or if indeed they are formed there at 
all. These, in my hand, look as if they had been 
swept down with the gravel and gold ; only we 
can trace the gravel and gold to their native 
rocks, but not the diamonds. Read the account 
given of the diamond in any good work on 
mineralogy ; — you will find nothing but lists of 
localities of gravel, or conglomerate rock (which is 
only an old indurated gravel). Some say it was 
once a vegetable gum ; it may have been charred 
wood ; but what one would like to know is, 
mainly, why charcoal should make itself into 
diamonds in India, and only into black lead in 
Borrowdale. 

Sibyl. Are they wholly the same, then ? 

L. There is a little iron mixed with our black 
lead ; but nothing to hinder its crystallisation. 
Your pencils in fact are all pointed with formless 
diamond, though they would be ii h H pencils to 
purpose, if it crystallised. 

Sibyl. But what is crystallisation ? 

L. A pleasant question, when one’s half asleep, 
and it has been tea time these two hours. What 
thoughtless things girls are ! 
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Sibyl. Yes, we are ; but we want to know, 
for all that. 

L. My dear, it would take a week to tell you. 

Sibyl. Well, take it, and tell us. 

L. But nobody knows anything about it. 

Sibyl. Then tell us something that nobody 
knows. 

L. Get along with you, and tell Dora to 
make tea. 

{The house rises ; hut of course the Lecturer 
wanted to he forced to lecture again, and was,) 



LECTURE II 


THE PYRAMID BUILDERS 

In the large Schoolroom^ to which everybody has been 
summoned by ringing of the great bell. 

14. L. So you have all actually come to hear 
about crystallisation ! I cannot conceive why, 
unless the little ones think that the discussion 
may involve some reference to sugar- candy. 

{Stjmftoms of high displeasure among the 
ijounger members of council, Isabel froivns 
severely at L., and shakes her head violently.) 

My dear children, if you knew it, you are your- 
selves, at this moment, as you sit in your ranks, 
nothing, in the eyes of a mineralogist, but a lovely 
group of rosy sugar- candy, arranged by atomic 
forces. And even admitting you to be something 
more, you have certainly been crystallising with- 
out knowing it. Did not I hear a gieat hurrying 
and whispering, ten minutes ago, when you were 
late in from the playground ; and thought you 
would not all be quietly seated by the time I was 
ready : — besides some discussion about places — 
something about its not being fair that the little 
ones should always be nearest ’’ ? Well, you were 
then all being crystallised. When you ran in 
from the garden, and against one another in the 
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passages, you were in what mineralogists would 
call a state of solution, and gradual confluence ; 
when you got seated in those orderly rows, each 
in her proper place, you became crystalline. That 
is just what the atoms of a mineral do, if they 
can, whenever they get disordered : they get into 
order again as soon as may bo. 

I hope you feel inclined to interrupt me, and 
say, But we know our places ; how do the 
atoms know theirs ? And sometimes we dispute 
about our places ; do the atoms — (and, besides, we 
don’t like being compared to atoms at all) — ^never 
dispute about theirs ? ” Two wise questions these, 
if you had a mind to put them ! it was long 
before I asked them myself, of myself. And I 
will not call you atoms any moi*e. May I call 
you — let me see — primary molecules ” ? {General 
dissent indicated in subdued hut decisive murnmrs.) 
No ! not even, in familiar Saxon, ‘‘ dust ” ? 

{Pause, with expression on faces of sorrowful 
doubt ; Lily ()ives voice to the general senti- 
ment in a timid ‘‘ Please donH^) 

15. No, children, I won't call you that; and 
mind, as you grow up, that you do not get into 
an idle, and wicked, habit of calling yourselves 
that. You are something better than dust, and 
have other duties to do than ever dust can do ; 
and the bonds of affection you will enter into are 
better than merely “ getting into order.” But see 
to it, on the other hand, that you always behave 
at least as well as “ dust ” ; remember, it is only 
on compulsion, and while it has no free permis- 
sion to do as it likes, that it ever gets out of 
order : but sometimes, with some of us, the 
compulsion has to be the other way — hasn’t it ? 
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{Rmionstratory tvhispers, expressive of opinion that 
the Lecturer is hccoming too personal,) I’m not 
looking iit anybody in particular — indeed I am 
not. Nay, if you ])]ush so, Kathleen, how can 
one help looking ? We’ll go back to the atoms. 

“ How do they know their places ? ” you asked, 
or should have asked. Yes, and they have to do 
much more than know them : they have to find 
their way to them, and that quietly and at once, 
without running against each other. 

16. We may, indeed, state it briefly thus : — 
Suppose you have to build a castle, with towers 
and roofs and buttresses, out of bricks of a given 
shape, and that these bricks are all lying in a 
huge heap at the bottom, in utter con fusion, 
upset out of carts at raiuiom. Y"ou would have 
to draw a great many plans, and count all your 
bricks, and be sure you had enough for tliis 
and that tower, before, you began, and then you 
would have to lay your foundation, and add 
layer by layer, in order, slowly. 

But how would you be astonished, in these 
melancholy days, when children don’t read chil- 
dren’s books, nor believe any more in fairies, if 
suddenly a real benevolent fairy, in a bright-red 
gown, were to rise in the midst of the red bricks, 
and to tap the heap of them with her wand, and 
say : “ Bricks, bricks, to your places ! ” and then 
you saw in an instant the whole heap rise in the 
air, like a swarm of red bees, and — you have 
been used to see bees make a honeycomb, and to 
think that strange enough, but now you would 
see the honeycomb make itself ! — You want to 
ask something, Florrie, by the look of your 
eyes. 
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Florrie. Are they turned into real bees, with 
stings ? 

L. No, Florrie ; you are only to fancy flying 
bricks, as you saw the slates flying from the roof 
the other day in the storm ; only those slates 
didn’t seem to know where they were going, and, 
besides, were going where they had no business : 
but my spellbound bricks, though they have no 
wings, and what is worse, no heads and no eyes, 
yet find their way in the air just where they 
should settle, into towers and roofs, each flying 
to his place and fastening there at the right 
moment, so that every other one shall fit to him 
in his turn. 

Lily. But who are the fairies, then, who build 
the crystals ? 

L. There is one great fairy, Lily, who builds 
much more tliarw crystals ; but she builds these 
also. I dreamed that I saw her building a 
pyramid, the other day, as she used to do for 
the Pharaohs. 

Isabel. But that was only a dream ? 

L. Some dreams are truer than some wakings, 
Isabel ; but I won’t tell it you unless you like. 

Isabel. Oh, please, please. 

L. You are all such wise children, there’s no 
talking to you ; you won’t believe anything. 

Lily. No, we are not wise, and we will believe 
anything, when you say we ought. 

17. L. Well, it came about this way. Sibyl, 
do you recollect that evening when we had been 
looking at your old cave by Cumae, and wondering 
why you didn’t live there still : and then we 
wondered how old you were ; and Egypt said 
you wouldn’t tell, and nobody else could tell but 
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she ; and yon laughed — I thought very gaily for 
a Sibyl — and said you would harness a flock of 
cranes for us, and we might fly over to Egypt if 
we liked, and see ? 

Sibyl. Yes, and you went, and couldn’t find 
out after all ! 

L. Why, you know, Egypt had been just 
doubling that third pyramid of hers ; ^ and making 
a new entrance into it ; and a fine entrance it 
was ! First, we had to go through an ante- 
room, which had both its doors blocked up with 
stones ; and then we had three granite portcullises 
to pull up, one after another : and the moment 
we had got under them, Egypt signed to some- 
body above ; and down they came again behind 
us, with a roar like thunder, only louder ; then 
we got into a passage fit for nobody but rats, 
and Egypt wouldn’t go any further herself, but 
said we might go on if we liked ; and so we came 
to a hole in the pavement, and then to a granite 
trap-door — and then we thought we had gone 
quite far enough, and came back, and Egypt 
laughed at us. 

Egypt. You would not have had me take my 
crown off, and stoop all the way down a passage 
fit only for rats ? 

L. It was not the crown, Egypt — you know 
that very well. It was the flounces that would 
not let you go any farther. I suppose, however, 
you wear them as typical of the inundation of the 
Nile, so it is all right. 

Isabel. Why didn’t you take me with you ? 
Where rats can go, mice can. I wouldn’t have 
come back. 


1 Note i. 
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18. L. No, mousie ; you would have gone on 
by yourself, and you might have waked one of 
Pasht’s catsd and it would have eaten you. I 
was v(iry glad you were not there. But after 
all this, I suppose the imagination of the heavy 
granite blocks and the underground ways had 
troubled me, and dreams are often shaped in a 
strange opposition to the impressions that have 
caused them ; and from all that we had been 
reading in Bunsen about stones that couldn’t be 
lifted with levers, I began to dream about stones 
that lifted themselves with wings. 

Sibyl. Now you must just tell us all about it. 

L. I dreamed that I was standing beside the 
lake, out of whose clay the bricks were made for 
the great pyramid of Asychis.^ They had just 
been all finished, and were lying by the lake 
margin, in long ridges, like waves. It was near 
evening ; and as I looked towards the sunset, 
I saw a thing like a dark pillar standing where 
the rock of the desert stoops to the Nile valley. 
I did not know there was a pillar there, and 
wondered at it ; and it grew larger, and glided 
nearer, becoming like the form of a man, but vast, 
and it did not move its feet, but glided, like a 
pillar of sand. And as it drew nearer, I looked 
by chance past it, towards the sun ; and saw a 
silver cloud, which was of all the clouds closest to 
the sun (and in one place crossed it), draw itself 
back from the sun, suddenly. And it turned, and 
shot towards the dark pillar ; leaping in an arch, 
like an arrow out of a bow. And I thought 
it was lightning ; but when it came near the 
shadowy pillar, it sank slowly down beside it, 
1 Note iii. 2 Note ii. 
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and changed into the shape of a woman, very 
beautiful, and with a strength of deep calm in 
her blue eyes. She was robed to the feet with a 
white robe ; and above that, to her knees, by the 
cloud which I had seen across the sun ; but all 
the golden ripples of it had become plumes, so 
that it had changed into two bright wings like 
those of a vulture, which wrapped round her to 
her knees. She had a weaver’s shuttle hanging 
over her shoulder, by the thread of it, and in her 
left hand, arrows, tipped with fire. 

Isabel {claj)j)ing her hands). Oh ! it was Neith, 
it was Neith ! I know now. 

19. L. Yes ; it was Neith herself ; and as the 
two great spirits came nearer to me, I saw they 
were the Brother and Sister — the pillared shadow 
was the Greater Pthah.^ And I heard them 
speak, and the sound of their words was like 
a distant singing. I could not understand the 
words one by one : yet their sense came to me ; 
and so I knew that Neith had come down to see 
her brother’s work, and the work that he had put 
into the mind of the king to make his servants 
do. And she was displeased at it ; because she 
saw only pieces of dark clay ; and no porphyry, 
nor marble, nor any fair stone that men might 
engrave the figures of the gods upon. And she 
blamed her brother, and said, Oh, Lord of truth ! 
is this then thy will, that men should mould only 
four-square pieces of clay : and the forms of the 
gods no more ? ” Then the Lord of truth sighed, 
and said, Oh ! sister, in truth they do not love 
us ; why should they set up our images ? Let 
them do what they may, and not lie — let them 
1 Note iii. 
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make their clay four-square ; and labour ; and 
perish.” 

Then Neith’s dark blue eyes grew darker, and 
she said, “ Oh, Lord of truth ! why should they 
love us ? their love is vain ; or fear us ? for 
their fear is base. Yet let them testify of us, 
that they knew we lived for ever.” 

But the Lord of truth answered, They know, 
and yet they know not. Let them keep silence ; 
for their silence only is truth.” 

20. But Neith answered, “ Brother, wilt thou 
also make league with Death, because Death is 
true ? Oh ! thou potter, who hast cast these 
human things from thy wheel, many to dishonour, 
and few to honour ; wilt thou not let them so 
much as sec my face ; but slay them in slavery ? ” 
But Pthah only answered, “ Let them build, 
sister, let them build.” 

And Neith answered, “ What shall they build, 
if I build not with them ? ” 

And Pthah drew with his measuring rod upon 
the sand. And I saw suddenly, drawn on the 
sand, the outlines of great cities, and of vaults, 
and domes, and aqueducts, and bastions, and 
towers, greater than obelisks, covered with black 
clouds. And the wind blew ripples of sand 
amidst the lines that Pthah drew, and the moving 
sand was like the marching of men. But I saw 
that wherever Neith looked at the lines, they 
faded, and were effaced. 

'' Oh, Brother ! ” she said at last, “ what is this 
vanity ? If I, who am Lady of wisdom, do not 
mock the children of men, why shouldst thou 
mock them, who art Lord of truth ? ” 

But Pthah answered, “ They thought to bind 
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me ; and they shall be bound. They shall labour 
in the fire for vanity.” 

And Neith said, looking at the sand, “ Brother, 
there is no true labour here — there is only weary 
life and wasteful death.” 

And Pthah answered, ''Is it not truer labour, 
sister, than thy sculpture of dreams ? ” 

Then Neith smiled ; and stopped suddenly. 

She looked to the sun ; its edge touched the 
horizon-edge of the desert. Then she looked to 
the long heaps of pieces of clay, that lay, each 
with its blue shadow, by the lake shore. 

“Brother,” she said, “how long will this 
pyramid of thine be in building ? ” 

“ Thoth will have scaled the scroll of the years 
ten times, before the summit is laid.” 

21. “ Brother, thou knowesfc not how to teach 
thy children to labour,” answered Neith. “ Look ! 
I must follow Phre beyond Atlas ; shall I build 
your pyramid for you before he goes down ? ” 
And Pthah answered, “ Yea, sister, if thou canst 
put thy winged shoulders to such work.” And 
Neith drew herself to her height ; and I heard a 
clashing pass through the plumes of her wings, 
and the asp stood up on her helmet, and fire 
gathered in her eyes. And she took one of the 
flaming arrows out of the sheaf in her left hand, 
and stretched it out over the heaps of clay. And 
they rose up like flights of locusts, and spread 
themselves in the air, so that it grew dark in a 
moment. Then Neith designed them places with 
her arrow point ; and they drew into ranks, like 
dark clouds laid level at morning. Then Neith 
pointed with her arrow to the north, and to the 
south, and to the east, and to the west, and the 

G 2 
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flying motes of earth drew asunder into four great 
ranked crowds ; and stood, one in the north, and 
one in the south, and one in the east, and one 
in the west — one against another. Then Neith 
spread her wings wide for an instant, and closed 
them with a sound like the sound of a rushing 
sea ; and waved her hand towards the foundation 
of the pyramid, where it was laid on the brow of 
the desert. And the four flocks drew together 
and sank down, like sea-birds settling to a level 
rock ; and when they met, there was a sudden 
flame, as broad as the pyramid, and as high as 
the clouds ; and it dazzled me ; and I closed my 
eyes for an instant ; and when I looked again, 
the pyramid stood on its rock, perfect ; and 
purple with the light from the edge of the sinking 
sun. 

The younger Children {variously pleased ). 
I’m so glad ! How nice ! But what did Pthah 
say ? ^ 

L. Neith did not wait to hear what he would 
say. When I turned back to look at her, she 
was gone ; and 1 only saw the level white cloud 
form itself again, close to the arch of the sun as 
it sank. And as the last edge of the sun dis- 
appeared, the form of Pthah faded into a mighty 
shadow, and so passed away. 

Egypt. And was Neith’s pyramid left ? 

L. Yes ; but you could not think, Egypt, 
what a strange feeling of utter loneliness came 
over me when the presences of the two gods 
passed away. It seemed as if I had never known 
what it was to be alone before ; and the un- 
broken line of the desert was terrible: 

Egypt. I used to feel that, when I was queen ; 
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sometimes I had to carve gods, for company, all 
over my palace. I would fain have seen real 
ones, if I could. 

22. L. But listen a moment yet, for that was 
not quite all my dream. The twilight drew 
swiftly to the dark, and I could hardly see the 
great pyramid ; when there came a heavy mur- 
muring sound in the air ; and a horned beetle, 
with terrible claws, fell on the sand at my feet, 
with a blow like the beat of a hammer. Then it 
stood up on its hind claws, and waved its pincers 
at me : and its fore-claws bec-ame strong arms, 
and hands ; one grasping real iron pincers, and 
the other a huge hammer ; and it had a helmet 
on its head, without any eyelet holes, that I could 
see. And its two hind claws became strong 
crooked legs, with feet bent inwards. And so 
there stood by me a dwarf, in glossy black armour, 
ribbed and embossed like a beetle’s back, lean- 
ing on his hammer. And I could not speak for 
wonder ; but he spoke with a murmur like the 
dying away of a beat upon a bell. He said, “ I 
will make Neith’s great pyramid small. I am 
the lower Pthah ; and have power over fire. 
I can wither the strong things, and strengthen 
the weak : and everything that is great I can 
make small, and everything that is little I can 
make great.” Then he turned to the angle of 
the pyramid and limped towards it. And the 
pyramid grew deep purple ; and then red like 
blood, and then pale rovse-colour, like fire.# And 
I saw that it glowed with fire from within. And 
the lower Pthah touched it with the hand that 
held the pincers ; and it sank down like the sand 
in an hour-glass, — then drew itself together, and 
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sank, still, and became nothing, it seemed to me ; 
but the armed dwarf stooped down, and took it 
into his hand, and brought it to me, saying. 

Everything that is great I can make like this 
pryamid : ^d give into men’s hands to destroy.” 
And I saw that he had a little pyramid in his 
hand, with as many courses in it as the large one ; 
and built like that, — only so small. And because 
it glowed still, I was afraid to touch it ; but 
Pthah said, Touch it — for I have bound the 
fire within it, so that it cannot burn.” So I 
touched it, and took it into my own hand ; and 
it was cold ; only red, like a ruby. And Pthah 
laughed, and became like a beetle again, and 
buried himself in the sand, fiercely ; throwing it 
back over his shoulders. And it seemed to me 
as if he would draw me down with him into the 
sand ; and I started back, and woke, holding the 
little pyramid so fast in my hand that it hurt me. 

Egypt. Holding what in your hand ? 

L. The little pyramid. 

Egypt. Neith’s pyramid ? 

L. Ncith’s, I believe ; though not built for 
Asychis. I know only that it is a little rosy 
transparent pyramid, built of more courses of 
bricks than I can count, it being made so small. 
You don’t believe me, of course, Egyptian infidel ; 
but there it is. {Giving crystal of rose Fluor,) 

{Confused examination, hy crowded audience, 
over each otkeis shoulders and under each 
tother^s arms. Disaff ointment begins to 

manifest itself. ) 

23. Sibyl {not quite knowing why she and others 
are disappointed). But you showed us this the 
other day ! 
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L. Yes ; but you would not look at it the 
other day. 

Sibyl. But was all that fine dream only about 
this ? 

L. What finer thing could a dream be about 
than this ? It is small, if you will ; but when 
you begin to think of things rightly, the ideas of 
smallness and largeness pass away. The making 
of this pyramid was in reality just as wonderful 
as the dream I have been telling you, and just 
as incomprehensible. It was not, I siqipose, as 
swift, but quite as grand things are done as 
swiftly. When Neith makes crystals of snow, it 
needs a great deal more marshalling of the atoms, 
by her flaming arrows, than it does to make 
crystals like this one ; and that is done in a 
moment. 

Egypt. But how you do puzzle us ! Why do 
you say Neith does it ? You don’t mean that 
she is a 7*eal spirit, do you ? 

L. What / mean, is of little consequence. 
What the Egyptians meant, who called her 

Neith” — or Homer, who called her “Athena,” — 
or Solomon, who called her by a word which the 
CTi’eeks render as “ Sophia,” you must judge for 
yourselves. But her testimony is always the 
same, and all nations have received it: “I was 
by Him as one brought up with Him, and I was 
daily His delight ; rejoicing in the habitable parts 
of tile earth, and my delights were Avith the sons 
of men.” 

Mary. But is not that only a personification ? 

L. If it be, what will you gain by unpersoni- 
fying it, or what right have you to do so ? Cannot 
you accept the image given you, in its life ; and 
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listen, like children, to the words which chiefly 
belong to you as children ; “I love them that love 
me, and those that seek me early shall And me ” ? 
{They mare all quiet for a minute or two ; 
questions begin to aj)j)ear in their eyes.) 

I cannot talk to you any more to-day. Take 
that rose crystal away with you, and think. 
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THE CRYSTAL LIFE 

.4 very dull Lecture wilfully hrouyhl upon themselves hy 
the elder children. Some of the young ones have^ 
Jwwever^ managed to get in hy mistake. Scene, the 
Schoolroom. 

24. L. So I am to stand up here merely to be 
asked questions, to-day, Miss Mary, am I \ 

Mary. Yes ; and you must answer them 
plainly ; without telling us any more stories. 
You are quite spoiling the children ; the poor 
little things’ heads are turning round like kaleido- 
scopes ; and they don’t know in the least what you 
mean. Nor do we old ones, either, for that matter : 
to-day you must really tell us nothing but facts. 
L. I am sworn ; but you won’t like it, a bit. 
Mary. Now, first of all, what do you mean 
by bricks ” ? — Are the smallest particles of 
minerals all of some accurate shape, like bricks '{ 
L. I do not know. Miss Mary ; I do not even 
know if anybody knows. The smallest atoms 
which are visibly and practically put together to 
make large crystals, may better be described as 
“ limited in fixed directions ” than as of fixed 
forms.” But I can tell you nothing clear about 
ultimate atoms : you will find the idea of little 
bricks, or, perhaps, of little spheres, available for 
all the uses you will have to put it to. 

47 
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Mary. Well, it’s very provoking ; one seems 
always to be stopped just when one is coming to 
the very thing one wants to know. 

L. No, Mary, for we should not wish to know 
anything but what is easily and assuredly know- 
abie. There’s no end to it. If I could show 
you, or myself, a group of ultimate atoms, quite 
clearly, in this magnifying glass, we should both 
be presently vexed because we could not break 
them in two pieces, and see their insides. 

25. Mary. Well then, next, what do you mean 
by the flying of the bricks ? What is it the atoms 
do, that is like flying ? 

L. When they are dissolved, or uncrystallised, 
they are really separated from each other, like a 
swarm of gnats in the air, or like a shoal of fish 
in the sea ; — generally at about equal distances. 
In currents of solutions, or at different depths of 
them, one part may be more full of the dissolved 
atoms than another ; but, on the whole, you may 
think of them as equidistant, like the spots in 
the print of your gown. If they are separated 
by force of heat only, the substance is said to be 
melted ; if they are se])arated by any other sub- 
stance, as particles of sugar by water, they are 
said to be dissolved.” Note this distinction 
carefully, all of you. 

Dora. I will be very particular. When next 
you tell me there isn’t sugar enough in your tea, 
I will say, “ It is not yet dissolved, sir.” 

L. I tell you what shall be dissolved. Miss 
Dora ; and that’s the present parliament, if the 
members get too saucy. 

(Dora folds her hands and casts down her eyes.) 

L. {'proceeds in state). Now, Miss Mary, you 
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know already, I believe, that nearly everything 
will melt, under a sufficient heat, like wax. Lime- 
stone melts (under pressure) ; sand melts ; granite 
melts ; the lava of a volcano is a mixed mass of 
many kinds of rocks, melted : and any melted 
substance nearly always, if not always, crystallises 
as it cools ; the more slowly, the more perfectly. 
Water melts at what we call the freezing, but 
might just as wisely, though not as conveniently, 
call the melting, point ; and radiates as it cools 
into the most beautiful of all known crystals. 
Glass melts at a greater heat, and will crystallise, 
if you let it cool slowly enough, in stars, much 
like snow. Gold needs more heat to melt it, but 
crystallises also exquisitely, as I will presently 
show you. Arsenic and sulphur crystallise from 
their vapours. Now, in any of these cases, either 
of melted, dissolved, or vaporous bodies, the 
particles are usually separated from each other, 
either by heat, or by an intermediate substance ; 
and in crystallising they are both brought nearer 
to each other, and packed, so as to fit as closely 
as possible ; the essential part of the business 
being not the bringing together, but the packing. 
Who packed your trunk for you, last holidays, 
Isabel ? 

Isabel. Lily does, always. 

L. And how much can you allow for Lily’s 
good packing, in guessing what will go into the 
trunk ? 

Isabel. Oh ! I bring twice as much as the 
trunk holds. Lily always gets everything in. 

Lily. Ah ! but, Isey, if you only knew what 
a time it takes ! and since you’ve had those 
great hard buttons on your frocks, I can’t do 
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anything with them. Buttons won’t go any- 
where, you know. 

26. L. Yes, Lily, it would be well if she only 
knew what a time it takes ; and I wish any of us 
knew what a time crystallisation takes, for that is 
consummately fine packing. The particles of the 
rock are thrown down, just as Isabel brings her 
things — in a heap ; and innumerable Lilies, not 
of the valley, but of the rock, come to pack them. 
But it takes such a time ! 

However, the best — out and out the best — way 
of understanding the thing, is to crystallise your- 
selves. 

The Audience. Ourselves ! 

L. Yes ; not merely as you did the other day, 
carelessly, on the schoolroom forms ; but care- 
fully and finely, out in the playground. You can 
play at crystallisation there as much as you please. 

Kathleen and Jessie. Oh ! how ? — how ? 

L. First, you must put yourselves together, as 
close as you can, in the middle of the grass, and 
form, for first practice, any figure you like. 

Jessie. Any dancing figure, do you mean ? 

L. No ; I mean a square, or a cross, or a 
diamond. Any figure you like, standing close 
together. You had better outline it first on the 
turf, with sticks, or pebbles, so as to see that it 
is rightly drawn ; then get into it and enlarge 
or diminish it at one side, till you are all quite 
in it, and no empty space left. 

Dora. Crinoline and all ? 

L. The crinoline may stand eventually for 
rough crystalline surface, unless you pin it in ; 
and then you may make a polished crystal of 
yourselves. 
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Lily. Oh, we’ll pin it in — we’ll pin it in ! 

L. Then, when you are all in the figure, let 
every one note her place, and who is next her on 
each side ; ‘ and let the outsiders count how many 
places they stand from the corners. 

Kathleen. Yes, yes, — and then ? 

L. Then you must s(‘atter all over the play- 
ground — right over it from side to side, and end 
to end ; and put yourselves all at equal distances 
from each other, everywhere. You needn’t mind 
doing it very accurately, but so as to be nearly 
equidistant ; not less than about three yards apart 
from each other, on every side. 

Jessie. We can easily cut pieces of -string of 
equal length, to hold. And then ? 

L. Then, at a given signal, let everybody walk, 
at the same rate, towards the outlined figure in 
the middle. You had better sing as you walk ; 
tliat will keep you in good time. And as you 
close in towards it, let each take her place, and 
the next comers fit themselves in beside the first 
ones, till you are all in the figure again. 

Kathleen. Oh ! how we shall run against 
each other ! What fun it will be ! 

L. No, no. Miss Katie ; I can’t allow any 
running against each other. The atoms never do 
that, whatever human creatures do. You must 
all know your places, and find your way to them 
without jostling. 

Lily. But how ever shall we do that ? 

Isabel. Mustn’t the ones in the middle be the 
nearest, and the outside ones farther off — when 
we go away to scatter, I mean ? 

L. Yes ; you must be very careful to keep 
your order ; you will soon find out how to do it ; 
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it is only like soldiers forming square, except that 
each must stand still in her place as she reaches 
it, and the others come round her ; and you will 
have much more complicated figures, afterwards, 
to form, than squares. . 

Isabel. I’ll put a stone at my place ; then I 
shall know it. 

L. You might each nail a bit of paper to the 
turf, at your place, with your name upon it : but 
it would be of no use, for if you don’t know your 
places, you will make a fine piece of business of 
it, while you are looking for your names. And, 
Isabel, if with a little head, and eyes, and a 
brain (all of them very good and serviceable of 
their kind, as such things go), you think you 
cannot know your place without a stone at it, 
after examining it well, — how do you think each 
atom knows its place, when it never was there 
before, and there’s no stone at it ? 

27. Isabel. But does every atom know its 
place ? 

L. How else could it get there ? 

Mary. Are they not attracted into their 
places ? 

L. Cover a piece of paper with spots, at equal 
intervals ; and then imagine any kind of attrac- 
tion you choose, or any law of attraction, to exist 
between the spots, and try how, on that permitted 
supposition, you can attract them into the figure 
of a Maltese cross, in the middle of the paper. 

Mary {having tried it). Yes ; I see that I can- 
not : — one would need all kinds of attractions, in 
different ways, at different places. But you do 
not mean that the atoms are alive ? 

L. What is it to be alive ? 
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Dora. There now ; you’re going to be pro- 
voking, I know. 

L. I do not see why it should be provoking to' 
be asked what it is to be alive. Do you think 
you don’t know whether you are alive or not ? 

(Isabel skips to the end of the room and hack.) 

L. Yes, Isabel, that’s all very fine ; and you 
and I may call that being alive : but a modern 
philosopher calls it being in a ‘‘ mode of motion.” 
It requires a certain quantity of heat to take you 
to the sideboard ; and exactly the same quantity 
to bring you back again. That’s all. 

Isabel. No, it isn't. And besides, I’m not 
hot. 

L. I am, sometimes, at the way they talk. 
However, you know, Isabel, you might have been 
a particle of a mineral, and yet have been carried 
round the room, or anywhere else, by chemical 
forces, in the liveliest wa^L 

Isabel. Yes ; but I wasn't carried ; I carried 
myself. 

L. The fact is, mousie, the difficulty is not so 
much to say what makes a thing alive, as what 
makes it a Self. As soon as you are shut off 
from the rest of the universe into a Self, you 
begin to be alive. 

Violet {indignant). Oh, surely — surely that 
cannot be so. Is not all the life of the soul in 
communion, not separation ? 

28. L. There can be no communion where 
there is no distinction. But we shall be in an 
abyss of metaphysics presently, if we don’t look 
out ; and besides, we must not be too grand, 
to-day, for the younger children. We’ll be grand, 
some day by ourselves, if we must. {The younger 
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children are not 'pleased, and prepare to remonstrate ; 
but knowing hj experience, that all conversations 
in which the word communion ” occurs, are 
unintelligible, think better of it.) Meantime, for 
broad answer about the atoms. I do not think 
we should use the word life,” of any energy 
which does not belong to a given form. A seed, 
or an egg, or a young animal, are properly called 
‘‘ alive ” with respect to the force belonging to 
those forms, which consistently develops that 
form, and no other. But the force which crys- 
tallises a mineral appears to be chiefly external, 
and it does not produce an entirely determinate 
and individual form, limited in size, but only an 
aggregation, in which some limiting laws must be 
observed. 

Mahy. But I do not see much difference, that 
way, between a crystal and a tree. 

L. Add, then, that the mode of the energy in 
a living thing implies a continual change in its 
elements ; and a period for its end. So you may 
define life by its attached negative, death ; and 
still more by its attached positive, birth. But I 
won’t be plagued any more about this, just now ; 
if you choose to think the crystals alive, do, and 
welcome. Rocks have always been called “ living ” 
in their native place. 

Mary. There’s one question more ; then I’ve 
done. 

L. Only one ? 

Mary. Only one. 

L. But if it is answered, won’t it turn into 
two ? 

Mary. No ; I think it will remain single, and 
be comfortable. 
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L. Let me hear it. 

29. Mary. You know, we are to crystallise 
ourselves out of the whole playground. Now, 
what playground have the minerals ? Where are 
they scattered before they are crystallised ; and 
where are the crystals generally made ? 

L. That sounds to me more like three ques- 
tions than one, Mary. If it is only one, it is a 
wide one. 

Mary. I did not say anything about the 
width of it. 

L. Well, I must keep it within the best com- 
pass I can. When rocks either dry from a moist 
state, or co(d from a heated state, they neces- 
sarily alter in bulk ; and cracks, or open spaces, 
form in them in all directions. These cracks 
must be filled up with solid matter, or the rock 
would eventually become a ruinous heap. So, 
sometimes by water, sometimes by vapour, some- 
times nobody knows how, crystallisable matter 
is brought from somewhere, and fastens itself in 
these open spaces, so as to bind the rock together 
again, with crystal cement. A vast quantity of 
hollows are formed in lavas by bubbles of gas, 
just as the holes are left in bread well baked. In 
process of time these cavities are generally filled 
with various crystals. 

Mary. But where does the crystallising sub- 
stance come from ? 

L. Sometimes out of the rock itself ; some- 
times from below or above, through the veins. 
The entire substance of the contracting rock may 
be filled with liquid, pressed into it so as to fill 
every pore ; — or with mineral vapour : or it may 
be so charged at one place, and empty at another. 
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There’s no end to the “ may he’s.” But all that 
you need fancy, for our present purpose, is that 
hollows in the rocks, like the caves in Derbyshire, 
are traversed by liquids or vapour containing 
certain elements in a more or less free or separate 
state, which crystallise on the cave walls. 

30. Sibyl. There now ; — Mary has had all 
her questions answered ; it’s my turn to have 
mine. 

L. Ah, there’s a conspiracy among you, I see. 
I might have guessed as much. 

Dora. Urn sure you ask us questions enough ! 
How can you have the heart, when you dislike so 
to be asked them yourself ? 

L, My dear child, if people do not answer 
questions, it does not matter how many they*are 
asked, because they’ve no trouble with them. 
Now, when I ask you questions, I never expect 
to be answered ; but when you ask me, you 
always do ; and it’s not fair. 

Dora, Very well, we shall understand next 
time. 

Sibyl. No, but seriously, we all want to ask 
one thing more, quite dreadfully. 

L. And I don’t want to be asked it quite 
dreadfully ; but you’ll have your own way, of 
course. 

Sibyl. We none of us understand about the 
lower Pthah. It was not merely yesterday ; but 
in all we have read about him in Wilkinson, or 
in any book, we cannot understand what the 
Egyptians put their god into that ugly little 
deformed shape for. 

L. Well, I’m glad it’s that sort of question ; 
because I can answer anything I like, to that. 
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Egypt. Anything you like will do quite well for 
us ; we shall be ])leased with the answer, if you are. 

L. I am not so sure of that, most gracious 
queen ; for I must begin by the statement that 
queens seem to have disliked all sorts of work, 
in those days, as much as some queens dislike 
sewing to-day. 

Egypt. Now, it’s too bad ! and just when I 
was trying to say the civillest thing I could ! 

L. But, Egypt, why did you tell me you dis- 
liked sewing so ? 

Egypt. Did not I show you how the thread 
cuts my fingers ? and I always get cramp, some- 
how, in my neck, if I sew long. 

31. L. Well, I suppose the Egyptian queens 
thought everybody got cramp in their neck, if 
they sewed long ; and ‘ that thread always cut 
people’s fingers. At all events, every kind of 
manual labour was despised both by them, and 
the Greeks ; and, while they owned the real good 
and fruit of it, they yet held it a degradation to 
all who practised it. Also, knowing the laws of 
life thoroughly, they perceived that the special 
practice nec^essary to bring any manual art to 
perfection strengthened the body distortedly ; 
one energy or member gaining at the expense of 
the rest. They especially dreaded and despised 
any kind of work that had to be done near fire : 
yet, feeling what they owed to it in metal-work, 
as the basis of all other work, they expressed 
this mixed reverence and scorn in the varied types 
of the lame Hephaestus, and the lower Pthah. 

Sibyl. But what did you mean by making 
him say, Everything great I can make small, 
and everything small great ” ? 
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L. I liad my own separate meaning in that. 
We have seen in modern times the power of the 
lower Pthah developed in a separate way, which 
no Greek nor Egyptian could have conc*eived. It 
is the character of pure and eyeless manual 
labour to conceive everything as subjected to 
it : and, in reality, to disgrace and diminish all 
that is so vsubjected ; aggrandising itself, and the 
thought of itself, at the expense of all noble 
things. I heard an orator, and a good one too, 
at the Working Men’s College, the other day, 
make a great point in a description of our rail- 
roads ; saying, with grandly conducted emphasis, 
‘‘ They have made man greater, and the world 
less.” His workii^g audience were mightily 
pleased ; the}^ thought it so very fine a' thing 
to be made bigger themselves, and all the rest 
of the world less. I should have enjoyed asking 
them (but it would have been a pity — they were 
so pleased), how much less they would like to 
have the world made ; — and whether, at present, 
those of them really felt themselves the biggest 
men, who lived in the least houses. 

32. Sibyl. But then, why did you make Pthah 
say that he could make weak things strong, and 
small things great ? 

L. My dear, he is a boaster and sclf-assertor, 
by nature ; but it is so far true. For instance, 
we used to have a fair in our neighbourhood — a 
very fine fair we thought it. You never saw 
such an one ; but if you look at the engraving 
of Turner’s ‘‘ St. Catherine’s Hill,” you will see 
what it was like. There were curious booths, 
carried on poles ; and peep-shows ; and music, 
with plenty of drums and cymbals ; and much 
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barley-sugar and ginger-bread, and the like ; and 
in th(^ alleys of this fair the London populace 
would enjoy themselves, after their fashion, very 
thoroughly. Well, the little Pthah set to work 
upon it one day ; he made the wooden poles into 
iron ones, and put them across, like his own 
crooked legs, so that you always fall over them 
if you don’t look where you are going ; and he 
turned all the canvas into panes of glass, and put 
it up on his iron cross-poles ; and made all the 
little booths into one great booth ; — and people 
said it was very fine, and a new style of archi- 
tecture ; and Mr. Dickens said nothing was ever 
like it in Fairy-land, whic h was very true. And 
then the little Pthah set to work to put fine 
fairings in it ; and he painted the Nineveh bulls 
afresh, with the blackest eyes he could paint 
(because he had none himself), and he got the 
angels down from Lincoln choir, and gilded their 
wings like his gingerbread of old times ; and he 
sent for everything else he could think of, and 
put it in his booth. There are the casts of Niobe 
and her children ; and the Chimpanzee ; and the 
wooden Caffres and New-Zealanders ; and the 
Shakespeare House ; and Le Grand Blondin, and 
Le Petit Blondin ; and Handel ; and Mozart ; 
and no end of shops and buns, and beer ; and 
all the little-Pthah-worshippers say, never v%s 
anything so sublime ! 

33. Sibyl. Now, do you mean to say you 
never go to these Crystal Palace Concerts ? 
They’re as good as good can be. 

L. I don’t go to the thundering thihgs with a 
million of bad voices in them. When I want a 
song, I get Julia Mannering and Lucy Bertram 
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and Counsellor Pleydell to sing “ We be three 
poor mariners ” to me ; then I’ve no headache 
next morning. But 1 do go to the smaller 
concerts, when I can ; for they are very good, 
as you say, Sibyl ; and I always get a reserved 
seat somewhere near the orchestra, where I am 
sure I can see the kettle-drummer drum. 

Sibyl. Now do be serious, for one minute. 

L. I am serious — never was more so. You 
know one can’t see the modulation of violinists’ 
fingers, but one can see the vibration of the 
drummer’s hand ; and it’s lovely. 

Sibyl. But fancy going to a concert, not to 
hear, but to see ! 

L. Yes, it is very absurd. The quite right 
thing, I believe, is to go there to talk. I confess, 
however, that in most music, when very well 
done, the doing of it is to me the chiefly interest- 
ing part of the business. I’m always thinking 
how good it would be for the fat, supercilious 
people, who care so little for their half-crown’s 
worth, to be set to try and do a half-crown’s 
worth of anything like it. 

Mary. But surely that Crystal Palace is a 
great good and help to the people of London ? 

L. The fresh air of the Norwood hills is, or 
was, my dear ; but they are spoiling that with 
smoke as fast as they can. And the palace (as 
they call it) is a better place for them, by much, 
than the old fair ; and it is always there, instead 
of for three days only ; and it shuts up at proper 
hours of night.' And good use may be made of 
the things in it, if you know how : but as for its 
teaching the people, it will teach them nothing 
but the lowest of the lower Pthah’s work — nothing 
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but hammer and tongs. I saw a wonderful piece 
of his doing, in the place, only the other day. 
Some unhappy metal-worker — I am not sure if 
it was not a metal-working firm — had taken three 
years to make a golden eagle. 

Sibyl. Of real gold ? 

34. L. No ; of bronze, or copper, or some of 
their fou patent metals — it is no matter what. 
I meant a model of our chief British eagle. Every 
feather was made separately ; and every filament 
of every feather separately, and so joined on ; 
and all the quills modelled of the right length 
and right section, and at last the whole cluster of 
them fastened together. You know, children, I 
don’t think much of my own drawing ; but take 
my proud word for once, that when I go to the 
Zoological Gardens, and happen to have a bit of 
chalk in my pocket, and the grey Harpy will 
sit, without screwing his head round, for thirty 
seconds, — I can do a better thing of him in that 
time than the three years’ work of this industrious 
firm. For, during the thirty seconds, the eagle 
is my object — not myself ; and during the three 
years, the firm’s object, in every fibre of bronze 
it made, was itself, and not the eagle. * That is 
the true meaning of the little Pthah’s having no 
eyes — he can see only himself. The Egyptian 
beetle was not quite the full type of him ; our 
northern ground beetle is a truer one. It is 
beautiful to see it at work, gathering its trea^ 
sures (such as they are) into little round balls ; 
and pushing them home with the strong wrong 
end of it, — head downmost all the way, — like 
a modern political economist with his ball of 
capital, declaring that a nation can stand on its 
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\dces better than on its virtues. But away with 
you, children, now, for I’m getting cross. 

Dora. I’m going downstairs ; I shall take 
care, at any rate, that there are no little Pthahs 
in the kitchen cupboards. 



LECTURE IV 


THE CRYSTAL ORDERS 

A worhing Lecture, in the large Schoolroom ; imth ex- 
■perimenial Interludes, The great bell has rung 
unexpectedly. 

35. Kathleen {entering' disconsolate^ though first 
at the smnmo7is). Oli dear, oh dear, what a day ! 
Was ever anything so provoking ! just when we 
wanted to crystallise ourselves ; — and Fm sure 
it’s going to rain all day long. 

L. So am I, Kate. The sky has quite an 
Irish way with it. But I don’t see why Irish 
girls should also look so dismal. Fancy that you 
don’t want to crystallise yourselves : you didn’t 
the day before yesterday, and you were not un- 
happy when it rained then. 

Florrie. Ah ! but we do want to-day ; and 
the rain’s so tiresome. 

L. That is to say, children, that because you 
are all the richer by the expectation of playing 
at a new game, you choose to make yourselves 
unhappier than when you had nothing to look 
forward to, but the old ones. 

Isabel. But then, to have to wait — wait — 
wait ; and before we’ve tried it ; — and perhaps 
it will rain to-morrow, too ! 

L. It may also rain the day after to-morrow. 

63 
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We can make ourselves uncomfortable to any 
extent with perhapses, Isabel. You may stick 
perhapses into your little minds like pins, till you 
are as uncomfortable as the Lilliputians made 
Gulliver with their arrows when* he would not 
lie quiet. 

Isabel. But what are we to do to-day ? 

L. To be quiet, for one thing, like Gulliver 
when he saw there was nothing better to be done. 
And to practise patience. I can tell you, chil- 
dren, that requires nearly as much practising as 
music ; and we are constantly losing our lessons 
when the master comes. Now, to-day, here’s a 
nice little adagio lesson for us, if we play it 
properly. 

Isabel. But I don’t like that sort of lesson. 
I can’t play it properly. 

L. Can you play a Mozart sonata yet, Isabel ? 
The more need to practise. All one’s life is a 
music, if one touches the notes rightly and in 
time. But there must be no hurry. 

Kathleen. I’m sure there’s no music in 
stopping in on a rainy day. 

36. L. There’s no music in a ‘‘ rest,” Katie, 
that I know of : but there’s the making of music 
in it. And people are always missing that part 
of the Bfe-melody ; and scrambling on without 
counting — not that it’s easy to count ; but no- 
thing on which so much depends ever is easy. 
People are always talking of perseverance, and 
courage, and fortitude ; but patience is the finest 
and worthiest part of fortitude, — and the rarest 
too. I know twenty persevering girls for one 
patient one : but it is only that twenty-first who 
can do her work, out and out, or enjoy it. For 
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patience lies at the root of all pleasures, as well 
as of all powers. Hope herself ceases to be 
happiness, when impatience companions her. 

(Isabel and Lily sit doivn on the floor, and 
fold their hands. The others follow their 
example.) 

Good childi’en ! but that’s not quite the way 
of it, neither. Folded hands are not necessarily 
resigned ones. The Patience who really smiles at 
grief usually stands, or walks, or even runs : she 
seldom sits ; though she may sometimes have to 
do it, for many a day, poor thing, by monuments ; 
or like Chaucer’s, with face pale, upon a hill of 
sand.” But we are not reduced to that to-day. 
Suppose we use this calamitous forpnoon to 
choose the shapes we are to crystallise into ? 
we know nothing about them yet. 

{The pictures of resignaiion rise from the floor, 
not in the patientest manner. General 
applause.) 

Mary [with one or tivo others). The very thing 
we wanted to ask you about 1 

Lily. We looked at the books about crystals, 
but they are so dreadful. 

37. L. Well, Lily, we must go through a little 
dreadfulness, that’s a fact : no road to any 
good knowledge is wholly among the lilies and 
the grass : there is rough climbing to be done 
always. But the crystal- books are a little too 
dreadful, most of them, I admit and we shall 
have to be content with very little of their help. 
You know, as you cannot stand on each other’s 
heads, you can only make yourselves into the 
sections of crystals, — the figures they show when 
they are cut through ; and we will choose soipe 

H 
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that will be quite easy. You shall make diamonds 
of yourselves 

Isabel. Oh, no, no ! we won’t be diamonds, 
please. 

L. Yes, you shall, Isabel ; they are very 
pretty things, if the jewellers, and the kings and 
queens, would only let them alone. You shall 
make diamonds of yourselves, and rubies of your- 
selves, and emeralds ; and Irish diamonds ; two 
of these — ^with Lily in the middle of one, which 
will be very orderly, of course ; and Kathleen in 
the middle of the other, for which we will hope 
the best ; — and you shall make Derbyshire spar 
of yourselves, and Iceland spar, and gold, and 
silver, an4 — Quicksilver there’s enough of in you, 
without any making. 

Mary. Now, you know, the children will be 
getting quite wild : we must really get pencils 
and paper, and begin properly. 

L. Wait a minute. Miss Mary ; I think, as 
we’ve the schoolroom clear to-day, I’ll try to give 
you some notion of the three great orders or 
ranks of crystals, into which all the others seem 
more or less to fall. We shall only want one 
figure a day, in the playground ; and that can be 
drawn in a minute ; but the general idea had 
better be fastened first. I must show you a great 
many minerals ; so let me have three tables 
wheeled into the three windows, that we may 
keep our specimens separate ; — we will keep the 
three orders of crystals on separate tables. 

{First Interlude, of ^pushing and pulling, and 
spreading of baize covers, Violet, not par- 
ticularly minding what she is about, gets her- 
self jamrried into a corner, and bid to stand' 
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out of the ivay ; on tvhich, she devotes herself 
to meditation.) 

38. Violet {after interval of meditation). How 
strange it is that everytliing seems to divide into 
threes ! 

L. Everything doesn’t divide into threes. Ivy 
won’t, though shamrock will ; and daisies won’t, 
though lilies will. 

Violet. But all the nicest things seem to 
divide into threes. 

L. Violets won’t. 

Violet. No ; I should think not, indeed ! 
But I mean the great things. 

L. I’ve always heard the globe had four 
quarters. 

Isabel, Well ; but you know you said it 
hadn’t any quarters at all. So mayn’t it really 
be divided into three ? 

L. If it were divided into no more than three, 
on the outside of it, Isabel, it would be a fine 
world to live in ; and if it were divided into three 
in the inside of it, it would soon be no world to 
live in at all. 

Dora. We shall never get to the crystals, at 
this rate. {Aside to Mary.) He will get olf into 
political economy before we know where we are. 
{Aloud.) But the crystals are divided into three, 
then ? 

L. No ; but there are three general notions 
by which we may best get hold of them. Then 
between these notions there are other notions. 

Lily {alarmed). A great many ? And shall we 
have to learn them all ? 

L. More than a great many — a quite infinite 
many. So you cannot learn them all. 
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Lily {greatly relieved). Then may we only 
learn the three ? 

L. Certainly ; unless, when you have got those 
three notions, you want to have some more 
notions -which would not surprise me. But 
we’ll try for the three, first. Katie, you broke 
your coral necklace tliis morning ? 

Kathleen. Oh, who told you ? It was in 
jumping. I’m so sorry ! 

L. I’m very glad. Can you fetch me the 
beads of it ? ^ 

Kathleen. I’ve lost some ; here are the rest 
in my pocket, if I can only get them out. 

L. You mean to get them out some day, I 
suppose ; so try now. I want them. 

(Kathleen empties her 'pocket on the floor. 
The beads disperse. The School disperses 
also. Second Inierl'ude — hunting piece.) 

39. L. {after waiting patiently for a quarter of an 
hour, to Isabel, who comes up from under the table 
with her hair all about her ears, and the last flndable 
beads in her hand).^ Mice are useful little things 
sometimes. Now, mousie, I want all those beads 
crystallised. How many ways are there of putting 
them in order ? 

Isabel. Well, first one would string them, I 
suppose ? 

L. Yes, that’s the first way. You cannot string 
ultimate atoms ; but you can put them in a row, 
and then they fasten themselves together, some- 
how, into a long rod or needle. We will call these 

iVecrfZe-crystals.” What would be the next way ? 

Isabel. I suppose as we are to get together 
in the playground, when it stops raining, in 
different shapes ? 
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L. Yes ; put the beads together then, in the 
simplest form you can, to begin with. Put them 
into a square, and pack them close. 

Isabel {ajter careful endeavour), I can’t get 
them closer. 

L. That will do. Now you may see before- 
hand, that if you try to Hirow yourselves into 
square in this confused way, you will never know 
your places ; so you had better consider every 
square as made of rods, put side by side. Take 
four beads of equal size, first, Isabel ; put them 
into a little square. That, you may consider as 
made up of two rods of two beads each. Then 
you can make a scpiare a size larger, out of three 
rods of three. Then the next square may be a 
size larger, IIow many rods, Lily ? 

Ltly. Four rods of four beads each, I suppovse. 

L. Yes, and then five rods of five, and so on. 
But now, look here ; make another square of four 
beads again. You see they leave a httle opening 
in the centre. 

Isabel {pushing two offosite ones closer together). 
Now they don’t. 

L. No ; but now it isn’t a square ; and by 
pushing the two together you have pushed the 
two others farther apart. 

Isabel And yet, somehow, they all seem 
closer than they were ! 

L. Yes ; for before, each of them only touched 
two of the others, but now each of the two in the 
middle touches the other three. ' Take away one 
of the outsiders, Isabel : now you have three in 
a triangle — the smallest triangle you can make 
out of the beads. Now put a rod of three beads 
on at one side. So, you have a triangle of six 
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beads ; but just the shape of the first one. Next 
a rod of four on the side of that ; and you have a 
triangle of ten beads : then a rod of five on the 
side of that : and 3^011 have a triangle of fifteen. 
Thus you have a square with five beads on the 
side, and a triangle with five beads on the side ; 
equal-sided, therefore, like the square. So, how- 
ever few or many yon may be, you may soon 
learn how to crystallise quickly into these two 
figures, which are the foundation of form in the 
commonest, and therefore actually the most im- 
portant, as well as in the rarest, and therefore 
by our esteem, the most important, minerals of 
the world. Look at this in my hand. 

Violet, Why, it is leaf gold ! 

40 . Tj. Yes ; but beaten by no man’s hammer ; 
or rather, not beaten at all, but woven. Besides, 
feel the weight of it. There is gold enough there 
to gild the walls and ceiling, if it were beaten 
thin. 

Violet. How beautiful ! And it glitters like 
a leaf covered with frost. 

L. You only think it so beautiful because you 
know it is gold. It is not prettier, in reality, 
than a bit of brass : for it is Transylvanian gold ; 
and they say there is a foolish gnome in the 
mines there, who is always wanting to live in the 
moon, and so allo3\s all the gold with a little 
silver. I don’t know how that may be : but the 
silver always is in the gold ; and if he does it, 
it’s very provoking of him, for no gold is woven 
so fine anywhere else. 

Mary (who has been looking through her magni- 
tying glass). But this is not woven. This is all 
made of little triangles. 
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L. Say patched,” then, if you must be so 
particular. But if you fancy all those triant^^les, 
small as they are (and many of them are infinitely 
small), made up again of rods, and those of grains, 
as we built our great triangle of the beads, what 
word will you take for the manufacture ? 

May. There’s no word — it is beyond words. 

L. Yes ; and that would matter little, were it 
not beyond thoughts too. But, at all events, this 
yellow leaf of dead gold, shed, not from the 
ruined woodlands, but the ruined rocks, will help 
you to remember the second kind of crystals, 
Lea/-crystals, or Foliated- cry F>tah ; tliough i show 
you the form in gold first only to make a strong 
impression on you, for gold is not generally, or 
characteristically, crystallised, in leaves ; the real 
type of foliated crystals is this thing, Mica ; 
which if you once feel well, and break well, you 
will always know again ; and you will often have 
occasion to know it, for you will find it every- 
where, nearly, in hill countries. 

Kathleen. If we break it well! May we 
break it ? 

L. To powder, if you like. 

(Surrenders plate of hr own mica to public 
investigation. Third Interlude. It sustains 
severely philosophical trcMment at all hands.) 

41. FlorPvIE (to whom the last fragments have de- 
scended). Always leaves and leaves, and nothing 
but leaves, or white dust ! 

L. That dust itself is nothing but finer leaves. 

(Shows them to Florrie through magnifying 
glass.) 

Isabel (peeping over Florrte’s shoulder). But 
then this bit under the glass looks like that bit 
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out of the glass. If we could break this bit 
under the glass, what would it be like ? 

L. It would be all leaves still. 

Isabel. And then if we broke those again ? 

L. All less leaves still. 

Isabel {impatient). And if we broke them 
again, and again, and again, and again, and 
again ? 

L. Well, I suppose you would come to a limit, 
if you could only see it. Notice that the little 
flakes already differ somewhat from the large 
ones ; because I can bend them up and down, 
and they stay bent ; while the large flake, though 
it bent easily a little way, sprang back when you 
let it go, and broke, when you tried to bend it 
far. And a large mass would not bend at all. 

Mary. Would that leaf gold separate into 
finer leaves, in the same way ? 

L. No ; and therefore, as I told you, it is not 
a characteristic specimen of a foliated crystallisa- 
tion. The little triangles are portions of solid 
crystals, and so they are in this, which looks 
like a black mica ; but you sec it is made up 
of triangles, like the gold, and stands, almost 
accurately, as an intermediate link, in crystals, 
between mica and gold. Yet this is the com- 
monest, as gold the rarest, of metals. 

42. Mary. Is it iron ? I never saw iron so 
bright. 

L. It is rust of iron, finely crystallised : from 
its resemblance to mica, it is often called mica- 
ceous iron. 

Kathleen. May we break this too ? 

L. No, for I could not easily get such another 
crystal ; besides, it would not break like the 
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mica ; it is much harder. But take the glass 
again, and look at the fineness of the jagged 
edges of the triangles where they lap over each 
other. The gold has the same : but you see 
thejn better here, terrace above terrace, countless, 
and in successive angles, like superb fortified 
bastions. 

May. Rut all foliated crystals are not made of 
triangles ? 

L. Far from it ; mica is occasionally so, but 
usually of hexagons ; and here is a foliated crystal 
made of scpiares, which will show you that the 
leaves of the rock-land have their summer green, 
as well as their autumnal gold. 

Flo ERIE. Oh ! oh ! oh ! {jum/ps for joy), 

L. Did you never see a bit of green leaf, 
before, Florrie ? 

Florrie. Yes, but never so bright as that, 
and not in a stone. 

L. If you will look at the leaves of the trees 
in sunshine after a shower, you will find they are 
much brighter than that ; and surely they are 
none the worse for being on stalks instead of in 
stones ? 

Florrie. Yes, but then there are so many of 
them, one never looks, I suppose. 

L. Now you have it, Florrie. 

43. Violet {sighing). There are so many beau- 
tiful things we never see ! 

L. You need not sigh for that, Violet ; but I 
will tell you what we should all sigh for, — that 
there are so many ugly things we never see. 

Violet. But Ave don’t want to see ugly things ! 

L. You had better say, “ We don’t want to 
suffer them.” You ought to be glad in thinking 

H 2 
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how much more beauty God has made, than 
human eyes can ever see ; but not glad in think- 
ing how much more evil man has made, than his 
own soul can ever conceive, — much more, than 
his hands can ever heal. 

Violet. I don’t understand ; — how is that like 
the leaves ? 

L. The same law holds in our neglect of multi- 
plied pain, as in our neglect of multiplied beauty. 
Florrie jumps for joy at sight of half an inch of 
a green leaf in a brown stone ; and takes more 
notice of it than of all the green in the wood : 
and you, or I, or any of ns, would be unhappy 
if any single human creature beside us were in 
sharp pain ; but we can read, at breakfast, day 
after day, of men being killed, and of women and 
children dying of hunger, faster than the leaves 
strew the brooks in Vallombrosa ; — and then go 
out to play croquet, as if nothing had happened. 

May. But we do not see the people being 
killed or dying. 

44. L. You did not see your brother, when 
you got the telegram the other day, saying he 
was ill, May ; but you cried for him ; and played 
no croquet. But we cannot talk of these things 
now ; and what is more, you must let me talk 
straight on, for a little while ; and ask no ques- 
tions till I’ve done ; for we branch (“ exfoliate,” 
I should say, mineralogically) always into some- 
thing else, — though that’s my fault more than 
yours ; but I must go straight on now. You 
have got a distinct notion, I hope, of leaf- 
crystals ; and you see the sort of look they have ; 
you can easily remember that “ folium ” is Latin 
for a leaf, and that the separate flakes of mica, 
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or any other such stones, are called folia ” ; but, 
because mica is the most characteristic of these 
stones, other things that are like it in structure 
are called “ micas ” ; thus we have Uran-mica, 
which is the green leaf I showed you ; and 
Cop per- mica, which is another like it, made 
chiefly of copper : and this foliated iron is called 
micaceous iron.” You have then these two great 
orders, Needle-crystals, made (probably) of grains 
in rows ; and Leaf -crystals, made (probably) of 
needles interwoven ; now, lastly, there are crystals 
of a third order, in heaps, or knots, or masses, 
which may be made, either of leaves laid one 
upon another, or of needles bound like Roman 
fasces ; and mica itself, when it is well crystal- 
lised, puts itself into such masses, as if to show 
us how others are made. Here is a brown six- 
sided crystal, quite as beautifully chiselled at the 
sides as any castle tower ; but you see it is 
entirely built of folia of mica, one laid above 
another, which break away the moment I touch 
the edge with my knife. Now, here is another 
hexagonal tower, of just the same size and 
colour, which I want you to compare with the 
mica carefully ; but as I cannot wait for you to 
do it just now, I must tell you quickly what 
main differences to look for. First, you will feel 
it is far heavier than the mica. Then, though its 
surface looks quite micaceous iii the folia of it, 
when you try them with the knife, you will find 
you cannot break them away 

45. Kathleen. May I try ? 

L. Yes, you mistrusting Katie. Here’s my 
strong knife for you. {Experimental pause. 
Kathleen doing her best) You’ll have that 
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knife sliutting on your finger presently, Kate ; 
and I don’t know a girl who would like less to 
have her hand tied up for a week. 

Kathleen {who also does not like to he beaten 
— giving uf the knife despondently). What can 
the nasty hard thing be ? 

L. It is nothing but indurated clny, Kate : 
very hard set certainly, yet not so hard as it 
might be. If it were thoroughly well crystallised, 
you would see none of those micaceous fractures ; 
and the stone would be quite red and clear, all 
through. 

Kathleen. Oh, cannot you show us one ? 

L. Egypt can, if you ask her ; she has a beau- 
tiful one in the clasp of her favourite bracelet. 

Kathleen. Why, that’s a ruby ! 

L. Well, so is that thing you’ve been scratch- 
ing at. 

Kathleen. My goodness ! 

{Takes up the stone again, very delicately ; and 
drops it. General consternation.) 

L. Never mind, Katie ; you might drop it 
from the top of the house, and do it no harm. 
But though you really are a very good girl, and 
as good-natured as anybody can possibly be, 
remember, you have your faults, like other 
people ; and, if I were yon, the next time 
I wanted to assort anything energetically, I 
would assert it by ‘‘ my badness,’’ not my 
goodness.” 

Kathleen. Ah, now, it’s too bad of you ! 

46. L. Well, then, I’ll invoke, on occasion, my 

too-badness.” But you may as well pick up 
the ruby, now you have dropped it ; and look 
carefully at the beautiful hexagonal lines which 
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gleam on its surface : and here is a pretty white 
sapphire (essentially the same stone as the rliby), 
in which you will see the same lovely structure, 
like the threads of the finest white cobweb. I do 
not know wdiat is the exact method of a ruby’s 
construction, but you see by these lines what 
fine construction there is, even in this hardest of 
stones (after the diamond), which usually appears 
as a massive lump or knot. There is therefore 
no real mineralogical distinction between needle 
crystals and knotted crystals, but, practically, 
crystallised masses throw themselves into one of 
the three groups we have been examining to-day ; 
and appear either as Needles, as Folia, or as 
Knots ; when they are in needles (or fibres), they 
make the stones or rocks formecl out of them 
‘‘ fibrous ” ; when they are in folia, they make 
them ‘‘ foliated ” ; when they are in knots (or 
grains), ‘‘ granular.^^ Fibrous rocks are compara- 
tively rare, in mass ; but fibrous minerals are 
innumerable ; and it is often a question which 
really no one but a young lady could possibly 
settle, whether one should call the fibres com- 
posing them “ threads ” or ‘‘ needles.” Here is 
amianthus, for instance, which is quite as fine 
and soft as any cotton thread you ever sewed 
with ; and here is sulphide of bismuth, with 
sharper points and brighter lustre than your finest 
needles have ; and fastened in white webs of 
quartz more delicate than your finest lace ; and 
here is sulphide of antimony, which looks like 
mere purple wool, but it is all of purple needle 
crystals ; and here is red oxide of copper (you 
must not breathe on it as you look, or foil may 
blow some of the films of it off the stone), which 
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is simply a woven tissue of scarlet silk. How- 
ever, these finer thread forms are comparatively 
rare, while the bolder and needle-like crystals 
occur constantly ; so that, I believe, Needle- 
crystal ” is the best word (the grand one is 
‘‘ Acicular crystal,” but Sibyl will tell you it is 
all the same, only less easily understood ; and 
therefore more scientific). Then the Leaf -crystals, 
as I said, form an immense mass of foliated rocks ; 
and the Granular crystals, which are of many 
kinds, form essentially granular, or granitic and 
porphyritic rocks ; and it is always a point of 
more interest to me (and I think will ultimately 
be to you), to consider the causes which force a 
given mineral to take any one of these three 
general forms, than what the peculiar geometrical 
limitations are, belonging to its own crystals. ^ It 
is more interesting to me, for instance, to try 
and find out why the red oxide of copper, usually 
crystallising in cubes or octahedrons, makes itself 
exquisitely, out of its cubes, into this red silk 
in one particular Cornish mine, than what are 
the absolutely necessary angles of the octahedron, 
which is its common form. At all events, that 
mathematical part of crystallography is quite 
beyond girls’ strength ; but these questions of 
the various tempers and manners of crystals are 
not only comprehensible by you, but full of the 
most curious teaching for you. For in the fulfil- 
ment, to the best of their power, of their adopted 
form under given circumstances, there are condi- 
tions^ entirely resembling those of human virtue ; 
and indeed expressible under no term so proper 
as that* of the Virtue, or Courage, of crystals ; — 

1 Note iv. 
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which, if you are not afraid of the crystals making 
you ashamed of yourselves, we will try to get 
some notion of, to-morrow. But it will be a 
bye-lecture, and more about yourselves than the 
minerals. Don’t come unless you like. 

Mary. I’m sure the crystals will make us 
ashamed of ourselves ; but we’ll come, for all 
that. 

L. Meantime, look well and quietly over these 
needle, or thread crystals, and those on the other 
two tables, with magnifying glasses ; and see 
what thoughts will come into your little heads 
about them. For the best thoughts are generally 
those which come without being forced, one does 
not know how. , And so I hope you will get 
through your wet day patiently. 
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CRYSTAL VIRTUES 

A quiet talky in the aftcrywon, by the sunniest window of 
the Drawhig-rooyn. Preseyit, Fj^orute, Isabel, May. 
Lucitxa, Kathleen, Dora, Mary, and some others, 
who have saved time for the hye-Lecture. 

47. L. So you have really come, like good girls, 
to be made ashamed of yourselves ? 

Dora {very meekly). No, wc needn’t be made 
so ; we always are. 

L. Well, I believe that’s truer than most 
pretty speeches : but you know, you saucy girl, 
some people have more reason to be so than 
others. Are you sure everybody is, as well as 
you ? 

The General Voice. Yes, yes ; everybody. 

L. What ! Florrie ashamed of herself ? 
(Florrie hides behind the curtain,) 

L. And Isabel ? 

(Isabel hides under the table.) 

L. And May ? 

(May runs into the corner behind the piano,) 

L. And Lucilla ? 

(Lucilla hides her face in her hands,) 

L. Dear, dear ; but this will never do. I shall 
have to tell you of the faults of the crystals, 
instead of virtues, to put you in heart again. 

80 
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May {coming out of her corner). Oh ! have the 
crystals faults, like us ? 

L. Certainly, May. Their best virtues are 
shown in fighting their faults. And some have a 
great many faults ; and some are very naughty 
crystals indeed. 

Florrie {from behind her curtain). As naughty 
as me ? 

Isabel {peeping from under the table-cloth). Or 
me ? 

L. Well, I don’t know. They never forget 
their syntax, children, when onc'e they’ve been 
taught it. But I think some of them are, on the 
whole, worse than any of you. Not that it’s 
amiable of you to. look so radiant, all in a ininute, 
on that account. 

Dora. Oh ! but it’s so much more (‘omfortable. 

{Everyhodg seems to recover their spirits. 

Eclipse of Florrie and Isabel terminates.) 

48. L. What kindly (ueatures girls are, after 
all, to their neighbours’ failings ! I think you 
may be ashamecl of yourselves indeed now, chil- 
dren ! I can tell you, you shall hear of the 
highest crystalline merits that I can think of 
to-day : and I wish there were more of them ; 
but crystals have a limited, though a stern, code 
of morals ; and their essential virtues arc but 
two ; — the first is to be pure, and the second to 
be well shaped. 

Mary. Pure ! Does that mean clea'r — trans- 
parent ? 

L. No ; unless in the ' case of a transparent 
substance. You cannot have a transparent crystal 
of gold ; but you may have a perfectly pure one. 

Isabel. But you said that it was the shape 
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that made things be crystals ; therefore oughtn’t 
their shape to be their first virtue, not their 
second ? 

L. Right, you troublesome mousie. But I call 
their shape only their second virtue, because it 
depends on time and accident, and things which 
the crystal cannot help. If it is cooled too 
quickly, or shaken, it must take what shape it 
can ; but it seems as if, even then, it had in itself 
the power of rejecting impurity, if it has crystalline 
life enough. Here is a crystal of quartz, well 
enough shaped in its way ; but it seems to have 
been languid and sick at heart ; and some white 
milky substance has got into it, and mixed itself 
up with it, all through. It makes the quartz 
quite yellow, if you hold it up to the light, and 
milky blue on the surface. Here is another, 
broken into a thousand separate facets, and out 
of all traceable shape ; but as pure as a moun- 
tain spring. I like this one best. 

The Audience. So do I — and I — and I. 

Mary. Would a crystallographer ? 

L. I think so. He would find many more laws 
curiously exemplified in the irregularly grouped 
but pure crystal. But it is a futile question, 
this of first or second. Purity is in most cases 
a prior, if not a nobler, virtue ; at all events it 
is most convenient to think about it first. 

Mary. But what ought we to think about it ? 
Is there much to be thought — I mean, much to 
puzzle one ? 

L. I don’t know whart you call “ much.” It is 
a long time since I met with anything in which 
there was little. There’s not much in this, 
perhaps. The crystal must be either dirty or 
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clean — and there’s an end. So it is with one’s 
hands, and with one’s heart ; — only you can wash 
your hands without changing them, but not 
hearts, nor crystals. On the whole, while you 
are young, it will be as well to take care that 
your hearts don’t want much washing ; for they 
may perhaps need wringing also, when they do. 

(Audience doubtful and uncomfortable, Lucilla 
at last takes courage.) 

49. LudLLA. Oh ! but surely, sir, we cannot 
make our hearts clean ? 

L. Not easily, Lucilla ; so you had better 
keep them so, when they are. 

Lucilla. When they are ! But, sir 

L. Well ? 

Lucilla. Sir — surely — arc we not told that 
they are all evil ? 

L. Wait a little, Lucilla : that is difficult 
ground you are getting upon ; and we must keep 
to our crystals, till at least we understand what 
their good and evil consist in ; they may help us 
afterwards to some useful hints about our own. 
I said that their goodness consisted chiefly in 
purity of substance, and perfectness of form : but 
those are rather the effects of their goodness, than 
the goodness itself. The ijiherent virtues of the 
crystals, resulting in these outer conditions, might 
really seem to be best described in the words we 
should use respecting living creatures — “ force of 
heart” and ‘‘steadiness of purpose.” There seem 
to be in some crystals, from the beginning, an 
unconquerable purity of vital power, and strength 
of crystal spirit. Whatever dead substance, un- 
acceptant of this energy, comes in their way, is 
either rejected, or forced to take some beautiful 
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subordinate form ; the purity of the crystal re- 
mains unsullied, and every atom of it bright with 
coherent energy. Then the second condition is, 
that from the beginning of its whole structure, 
a fine crystal seems to have determined that it 
will be of a certain size and of a certain shape ; 
it persists in this plan, and completes it. Here 
is a perfect crystal of quartz for you. It is of an 
unusual form, and one which it might seem very 
difticult to build — a pyramid with convex sides, 
composed of other minor pyramids. But there is 
not a flaw in its contour throughout ; not one of 
its myriads of component sides but is as bright 
as a jeweller’s faceted work (and far finer, if you 
saw it close). The crystal points are as sharp as 
javelins ; their edges will cut glass with a touch. 
Anything more resolute, consummate, determinate 
in form, cannot be conceived. Here, on the other 
hand, is a crystal of the same substance, in a 
perfectly simple type of form — a plain six-sided 
prism ; but from its base to its point, — and it is 
nine inches long, — it has never for one instant 
made up its mind what thickness it will have. 
It seems to have begun by making itself as thick 
as it thought possible with the quantity of 
material at command. Still not being as thick as 
it would like to be, it has clumsily glued on more 
substance at one of its sides. Then it has thinned 
itself, in a panic of economy ; then puffed itself 
out again ; then starved one side to enlarge 
another ; then warped itself quite out of its first 
line. Opaque, rough-surfaced, jagged on the edge, 
distorted in the spine, it exhibits a quite human 
image of decrepitude and dishonour ; but the 
worst of all the signs of its decay and helplessness 
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is that, half-way up, a parasite crystal, smaller, 
but just as sickly, has rooted itself in the side of 
the larger one, eating out a cavity round its root, 
and then growing backwards, or downwards, con- 
trary to the direction of the main- crystal. Yet 
I cannot trace the least difference in purity of 
substance between the first most noble stone, and 
this ignoble and dissolute one. The impurity of 
the last is in its will, or want of will. ^ 

Mary. Oh, if we could but understand the 
nieaning of it all ! 

50. L. We can understand all that is good 
for us. It is just as true for us, as for the 
crystal, that the nobleness of life depends on 
its consistency, — clearness of purpose, — quiet and 
ceaseless energy. All doubt and repenting, and 
botching, and retouching, and wondering what 
it will be best to do next, are vice, as well as 
misery. 

Mary {mMch wondering). But must not one 
repent when one does wrong, and hesitate when 
one can’t see one’s way ? 

L. You have no business at all to do wrong ; 
nor to get into any way that you cannot sec. 
Your intelligence should always be far in advance 
of your act. Whenever you do not know what 
you are about, you are sure to be doing wrong. 

Kathlren. Oh, dear, but I never know what 
I am about ! 

L. Very true, Katie, but it is a great deal to 
know, if you know that. And you find that you 
have done wrong afterwards ; and perhaps some 
day you may begin to know, or at least, think, 
what you are about. 

Isabel. But surely people can’t go very wrong 
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if they don’t know, can they ? I mean, they 
can’t be very naughty. They can be wrong, like 
Kathleen, or me, when we make mistakes ; but 
hot wrong in the dreadful way. I can’t express 
what I mean but there are two sorts of wrong, 
are there not ? 

L. Yes, Isabel; but you will find that the 
great difference is between kind and unkind 
wrl)ngs, not between meant and unmeant wrong. 
Very few people really do mean to do wrong, — in 
a deep sense, none. They only don’t know what 
they are about. Cain did not mean to do wrong 
when he killed Abel. 

(Isabel draws a deej) hreatJi, and opens her 
eyes very wide,) 

51. No, Isabel ; and there are countless Cains 
among us now, who kill their brothers by the 
score a day, not only for less provocation than 
Cain had, but for no provocation, — and merely 
for what they can make of their bones,-- -yet do 
not think they are doing wrong in the least. Then 
sometimes you have the business reversed, as over 
in America these last years, where you have seen 
Abel resolutely killing Cain, and not thinking he 
is doing wrong. The great dinTiculty is always to 
open people’s eyes : to touch their feelings, and 
break their hearts, is easy ; the difficult thing is 
to break their heads. What does it matter, as 
long as they remain stupid, whether you change 
their feelings or not ? You cannot be ahyays at 
their elbow to tell them what is right : and they 
may just do as wrong as before, or worse ; and 
their best intentions merely make the road smooth 
for them, — you know where, children. For it is 
not the place itself that is paved with them, as 
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people say so often. You can’t pave the bottom- 
less pit ; but you may the road to it. 

May. Well, but if people do as well as they 
can see how, surely that is the right for them, 
isn’t it ? 

L. No, May, not a bit of it ; right is right, and 
wrong is wrong. It is only the fool who does 
wrong, and says he ‘‘ did it for the best.” And if 
there’s one sort of person in the world that the. 
Bible speaks harder of than another, it is fools. 
Their particular and chief way of saying There 
is no God ” is this of declaiing that whatever their 
“ public opinion ” may be, is right ; and that God’s 
opinion is of no consequence. 

52. May. But surely nobody can always know 
what is right ? 

L. Yes, you always can, for to-day ; and if 
you do what you see of it to-day, you will see 
more of it, and more clearly, to-morrow. Here, 
for instance, you children are at school, and have 
to learn French, and arithmetic, and music, and 
several other such things. That is your right ” 
for the present ; the “ right ” for us, your teachers, 
is to see that you learn as much as you can, 
without spoiling your dinner, your sleep, or your 
play ; and that what you do learn, you learn 
well. You all know when you learn with a will, 
and when you dawdle. There’s no doubt of con- 
science about that, I suppose ? 

Violet. No ; but if one wants to read an 
amusing book, instead of learning one’s lesson ? 

L. You don’t call that a question,” seriously, 
Violet ? You are then merely deciding whether 
you will resolutely do wrong or not. 

Mary. But, ip after life, how many fearful 
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difficulties may arise, however one tries to know 
or to do what is right ! 

L. You are much too sensible a girl, Mary, to 
have felt that, whatever you may have seen. A 
great many of young ladies’ difficulties arise from 
their falling in love with a wrong person : but 
they have no business to let themselves fall in 
love, till they know he is the right one. 

Dora. How many thousands ought he to have 
a year ? 

L. {disdaining reply). There are, of course, 
certain crises of fortune when one. has to take 
care of oneself ; and mind shrewdly what one 
is about. There is never any real doubt about 
the path, but you mav have to walk very slowly. 

53. Mary. And if one is forced to do a 
wrong thing by some one who has authority 
over you ? 

L. My dear, no one can be forced to do a 
wrong thing, for the guilt is in the will : but you 
may any day be forced to do a fatal thing, as you 
might be forced to take poison ; the remarkable 
law of nature in such cases being, that it is always 
unfortunate you who arc poisoned, and not the 
person’- who gives you the dose. It is a very 
strangedaw, but it is a law. Nature merely sees 
to the carrying out of the normal operation of 
arsenic. She never troubles herself to ask who 
gave it you. So also you may be starved to 
death, morally as well as physically, by other 
people s faults You are, on the whole, verv good 
children sitting here to-day : — do you think that 
your goodness comes all by your own contriving ? 
or that you are gentle and kind because your 
dispositions are naturally more ajigelic than those 
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o{ the poor girls who are playing, with wild eyes, 
on the dust-heaps in the alleys of our great towns ; 
and who will one day fill their prisons, — or, better, 
their graves ? Heaven^ only knows where they, 
and we who have cast them there, shall stand at 
last. Rut the main judgment question will be, 
I suppose, for all of us, “ Did you keep a good 
heart through it ” What you were, others 
may answer for ; — what you tried to be, you 
must answer for yourself. Was the heart pure 
and true — tell us that ? 

And so we come back to your sorrowful ques- 
tion, Lucilla, which I put aside a little ago. You 
would be afraid to answer that your heart was 
pure and true, would you not ? 

Lucilla. Yes, indeed, sir. 

L. Because you have been taught that it is all 
evil — oidy evil continually.” Somehow, often 
as people say that, they never seem, to me, to 
believe it. Do you really believe it ? 

Lucilla. Yes, sir ; I hope so. 

L. That you have an entirely bad heart ? 

Lucilla [a little uncomfortable at the substitution 
of the monosyllable for the dissyllable, nevertheless 
persisting in her orthodoxy). Yes, sir. 

54. L. Florrie, I am vsure you are tired ; I 
never like you to stay when you are tired ; but, 
you know, you must not play with the kitten 
while we’re talking. 

Florrie. Oh ! but I’m not tired ; and I’m 
only nursing her. She’ll be asleep in my lap 
directly. 

L. Stop ! that puts me in mind of something 
I had to show you, about minerals that are like 
hair. I want a hair out of Tittie’s tail. 
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Florrie [quite rude, in her surprise, even to the 
foint of repeating expressions). Out of Tittle’s tail ! 

L. Yes ; a brown one : Lucilla, you can get 
at the tip of it nicely, under Florrie’s arm ; just 
pull one out for me. 

Lucilla. Oh ! but, sir, it will hurt her so ! 

L. Never mind ; she can’t scratch you while 
Florrie is holding her. Now that I think of it, 
you had better pull out two. 

Lucilla. But then she may scratch Florrie ! 
and it will hurt her so, sir ! if you only want 
brown haifs, wouldn’t two of mine do ? 

L. Would you really rather pull out your own 
than Tittle’s I 

Lucilla. Oh, of course, if mine will do. 

L. But that’s very wicked, Lucilla ! 

Lu(ulla. Wicked, sir ? 

L. Yes ; if your heart was not so bad, you 
would much rather pull all the cat’s hairs out, 
than one of your own. 

Lu(ULLA. Oh ! but, sir, I didn’t mean bad like 
that. 

55. L. I believe, if the truth were told, Lucilla, 
you would like to tie a kettle to Tittle’s tail, and 
hunt her round the playground. 

Lucilla. Indeed, I should not, sir. 

L. That’s not true, Lucilla ; you know it 
cannot be. 

Lucilla. Sir ? 

L. Certainly it is not ; — how can you possibly 
speak any truth out of such a heart as you have ? 
It is wholly deceitful. 

Lucilla. Oh ! no, no ; I don’t mean that 
way ; I don’t mean that it makes me tell lies, 
quite out. 
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L. Only that it tells lies within you ? 

Lucilla. Yes. 

L. Then, outside of it, you know what is true, 
and say so ; and I may trust the outside of your 
heart ; but within, it is all foul and false. Is that 
the way ? 

Lucilla. I sup))ose so : I don’t understand 
it, quite. 

L. There is no occasion for understanding it ; 
but do you feel it ? Are you sure that your heart 
is deceitful above all things, and desperately 
wicked ? 

Lucilla {much relieved hy finding herself among 
phrases ivith ivhich she is acquainted). Yes, sir. 
I’m sure of that. 

L. {pensively), I’m sorry for it, Lucilla. 

Lucilla. So am I, indeed. 

L. What are you sorry with, Lucilla ? 

Luculla. Sorry with, sir ? 

L. Yes ; I mean, where do you feel sorry ? 
in your feet ? 

Lucilla {laughing a little). No, sir, of course. 

L. In your shoulders, then ? 

Lucilla. No, sir. 

L. You are sure of that ? Because, I fear, 
sorrow in the shoulders would not be worth much. 

Luculla. I suppose I feel it in my heart, if I 
really am sorry. 

L. li you really are ! Do you mean to say 
that you arc sure you are utterly wicked, and yet 
do not care ? 

Lucilla. No, indeed ; I have cried about it often. 

L. Well, then, you are sorry in your heart ? 

Lucilla. Yes, when the sorrow is worth any- 
thing. 
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L. Even if it be not, it cannot be anywhere 
else but there. It is not the crystalline lens of 
your eyes which is sorry, when you cry ? 

Lucilla. No, sir, of course. 

L. Then, have you two hearts ; one of which 
is wicked, and the other grieved ? or is one side 
of it sorry for the other side ? 

5G. Lucilla {wexiry of cross-examination and a 
little vexed). Indeed, sir, you know I can’t under- 
stand it ; but you know how it is written — 

another law in my members, warring against 
the law of my mind.” 

L. Yes, Lucilla, I know how it is written ; but 
I do not see that it will help us to know that, if 
we neither understand what is written, nor feel 
it. And you will not get nearer to the nu'.aning 
of one verse, if, as soon as you arc puzzled by it, 
you escape to another, introducing three new 
words — “law,” “members,” and “mind”; not 
one of which you at present know the meaning of ; 
and respecting which, you probably never will be 
much wiser ; since men like Montesquieu and 
Locke have spent great part of their lives in 
endeavouring to explain two of them. 

Lu(ulla. Oh ! please, sir, ask somebody else. 

L. If I thought any one else could answer 
better than you, Lucilla, I would : but suppose 
I try, instead, myself to explain your feelings 
to you ? 

Lucilla. Oh, yes ; please do. 

L. Mind, 1 say your “ feelings,” not your 
“ belief.” For I cannot undertake to explain any- 
body’s beliefs. Still I must try a little, first, to 
explain the belief also, because I want to draw 
it to some issue. As far as I understand what 
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you say, or jany one else, taught as you have been 
taught, says, on this matter, — you think that 
there is an external goodness, a whited-sepulchre 
kind of goodness, which appears beautiful out- 
wardly, but is within full of uiK*leanncss : a deep 
secret guilt, of which we ourselves are not sensible : 
and which can only be seen by the Maker of us 
all. {Approvincf munmirs from audience.) 

L. Is it not so with the body as well as the 
soul ? 

{Looked notes of interrogation.) 

L. A skull, for instance, is not a beautiful 
thing 

(Grave faces, siqnifuinq “ Certainly not,^^ and 
‘‘ What next ? ”) 

L. And if you all could see in each other, with 
clear eyes, whatever Cod sees beneath those fair 
faces of yours, you would not like it ? 

{Murmured ‘‘ No's.'') 

L. Nor would it be good for you ? 

{Silence.) 

L. The probability being, that what Cod does 
not allow you to see, He does not wish you to 
see ; nor even to think of ? 

{Silence prolonged.) 

57. L. It would not at all be good for you, 
for instance, whenever you were washing your 
faces, and braiding your hair, to be thinking of 
the shapes of the jawbones, and of the cartilage of 
the nose, and of the jagged sutures of the scalp ? 

{Resolutely whispered “ No's.") 

L. Still less, to see through a clear glass the 
daily processes of nourishment and decay ? 

L. Still less, if instead of merely inferior and 
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preparatory conditions of structure, as in the 
skeleton, — or inferior offices of structure, as in 
operations of life and death, — there were actual 
disease in the body ; ghastly and dreadful. You 
would try to cure it ; but having taken such 
measures as were necessary, you would not ’think 
the cure likely to be promoted by perpetually 
watching the wounds, or thinking of them. On 
the contrary, you would be thankful for every 
moment of forgetfulness : as, in daily health, you 
must be thankful that your Maker has veiled 
whatever is fearful in your frame under a sweet 
and manifest beauty ; and has made it your duty, 
and your only safety, to rejoice in that, both in 
yourself and in others : — not indeed concealing, 
or refusing to believe in sickness, if it come ; but 
never dwelling on it. 

Now, your wisdom and duty touching soul- 
sickness are just the same. Ascertain clearly 
what is wrong with you ; and so far as you know 
any means of mending it, take those means, and 
have done ; when you are examining yourself, 
never call yourself inerMy a ‘‘ sinner ” ; that is 
very cheap abuse, and utterly useless. You may 
even get to like it, and be proud of it. But call 
yourself a liar, a coward, a sluggard, a glutton, 
or an evil-eyed, jealous wretch, if you indeed find 
yourself to be in any wise any of these. Take 
steady means to check yourself in whatever fault 
you have ascertained, and justly accused yourself 
of. And as soon as you are in active way of 
mending, you will be no more inclined to moan 
over an undefined corruption. For the rest, you 
will find it less easy to uproot faults, than to 
choke them by gaining virtues. Do not think of 
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your faults ; still less of others’ faults : in every 
person who comes near you, look for what is good 
and strong : honour that ; rejoice in it ; and, as 
you can, try to imitate it : and ycxur faults will 
drop off, like dead leaves, when their time comes. 
If, on looking ba(dv, your whole life should seem 
rugged as a palm tree stem ; still, never mind, so 
long as it has been growing ; and has its grand 
green shade of leaves, and weight of honeyed 
fruit, at top. And even if you cannot find much 
good in yourself at last, thitik that it does not 
much matter to the universe either what you 
were, or are; think how many people are noble, 
if you cannot be ; and rejoice in their nobleness. 
An immense quantity of modern confession of 
sin, even when lionest, is merely a sickly egotism ; 
which will rather gloat over its own evil, than 
lose the centralisation of its interest in itself. 

58. Mary. But then, if we ought to forget our- 
selves so much, how did the old Greek proverb 

Know thyself ” come to be so highly esteemed ? 

L. My dear, it is the proverb of proverbs ; — 
Apollo’s proverb, and the sun’s ; — but do you 
think you can know yourself by looking into 
yourself ? Never. You can know what you are, 
only by looking out of yourself. Measure your 
own powers with those of others ; compare your 
own interests with those of others ; try to under- 
stand what you appear to them, as well as what 
they appear to you ; and judge of yourselves, 
in all things, relatively and subordinately ; not 
positively : starting always with a wholesome 
conviction of the probability that there is nothing 
particular about you. For instance, some of you 
perhaps think you can write poetry. Dwell on 
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your own feelings and doings ; — and you will soon 
think yourselves Tenth Muses ; but forget your 
own feelings ; and try, instead, to understand a 
line or two of Chaucer or Dante : and you will 
soon begin to feel yourselves very foolish girls— 
which is much like the fact. 

So, something which befalls you may seem a 
great misfortune ; — you meditate over its effects 
on you personally ; and begin to think that it is 
a chastisement, or a warning, or a this or that or 
the other of profound significaTice ; and that all 
the angels in heaven have left their business for 
a little while, that they may watch its effects on 
your mind. But give up this egotistic indulgence 
of your fancy ; examine a little what misfortunes, 
greater a thousandfold, are happening, every 
second, to twenty times worthier persons : and 
your self-consciousness will change into pity and 
humility ; and you will know yourself, so far as 
to understand that ‘‘ there hath nothing taken 
thee but what is common to man.” 

59. Now, Lucilla, these are the practical con- 
clusions which any person of sense would arrive 
at, supposing the texts which relate to the inner 
evil of the heart were as many, and as prominent, 
as they arc often supposed to be by careless 
readers. But the way in which common people 
read their Bibles is just like the way that the 
old monks thought hedgehogs ate grapes. They 
rolled themselves (it was said), over and over, 
where the grapes lay on the ground. What fruit 
stuck to their spines, they carried off, and ate. 
So your hedgehoggy readers roll themselves over 
and over their Bibles, and declare that whatever 
sticks to their own spines is Scripture ; and 
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that nothing else is. But you can only get the 
skins of the texts that way. If you want their 
juice, you must press them in cluster. Now, the 
clustered texts about the human heart insist, as 
a body, not on any inherent corruption in all 
hearts, but on the terrific distinction between the 
bad and the good ones. A good man, out of 
the good treasure of his heart, bringeth forth that 
which is good ; and an evil man, out of the evil 
treasure, bringeth forth that which is evil.” “ They 
on the rock are they which, in an honest and good 
heart, having heard the word, keep it.” Delight 
thyself in the Lord, and He shall give thee the 
desires of thine heart.” The wicked have bent 
their bow, that they may privily shoot at him 
that is upright in heart.” And so on ; they are 
countless, to the same effect. And, for all of us, 
the question is not at all to ascertain how much 
or how little corruption there is in human nature ; 
but to ascertain whether, out of all the mass of 
that nature, we are of the sheep or the goat 
breed ; whether we are people of upright heart, 
being shot at, or people of crooked heart, shoot- 
ing. And, of all the texts bearing on the subject, 
this, which is a quite simple and practical order, 
is the one you have chiefly to hold in mind. 
“ Keep thy heart with all diligence, for out of it 
are the issues of life.” 

Lucilla. And yet, how inconsistent the texts 
seem ! 

L. Nonsense, Lucilla ! do you think the uni- 
verse is bound to look consistent to a girl of 
fifteen ? Look up at youi own room window ; — 
you can just see it from where you sit. I’m glad 
that it is left open, as it ought to be, on so fine a 

1 
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day. But do you see what a black spot it looks, 
in the sun-lighted wall ? 

Lucilla. Yes, it looks as black as ink. 

,L. Yet you know it is a very bright room 
when you are inside of it ; quite as bright as 
there is any occasion for it to be, that its little 
lady may see to keep it tidy. Well, it is very 
probable, also, that if you could look into your 
heart from the sun’s point of view, it might 
appear a very black hole to you indeed : nay, 
the sun may sometimes think good to tell you 
that it looks so to Him ; but He will come into 
it, and make it very cheerful for you, for all that, 
if you don’t put the shutters up. And the one 
question for you, remember, is not dark or 
light ? ” but tidy or untidy ? ” Look well to 
your sweeping and garnishing ; and be sure it is 
only the banished spirit, or some of the seven 
wickeder ones at his back, who will still whisper 
to you that it is all black. 



LECTURE VI 


CRYSTAL QUARRELS 

Full conclave^ in Schoolroom. There has been a game at 
crystallisation in the morning^ of which various 
account has to be rendered. In particular, everybody 
has to explain why they were always where they were 
not intended to he. 

60. L. {having received and considered the report). 
You have got on pretty well, children : but you 
know these were easy figures you have been 
trying. Wait till I have drawn you out the 
plans of some crystals of snow ! 

Mary. I don’t think those will be the most 
difficult : they are so beautiful that we shall 
remember our places better ; and then they are 
all regular, and in stars ; it is those twisty oblique 
ones we are afraid of. 

L. Read Carlyle’s account of the battle of 
Leuthen, and learn Friedrich’s “ oblique order.” 
You will “ get it done for once, I think, provided 
you can marci as a pair of compasses would.” 
But remember, when you can construct the most 
difficult single figures, you have only learned half 
the game — nothing so much as the half, indeed, 
as the crystals themselves play it. 

Mary. Indeed ; what else is there ? 

L. It is seldom that any mineral crystallises 
alone. Usually two or three, under quite different 
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crystalline laws, form together. They do this 
absolutely without flaw or fault, when they are 
in fine temper : and observe what this signifies. 
It signifies that the two, or more, minerals of 
different natures agree, somehow, between them- 
selves, how much space each will want ; — agree 
which of them shall give way to the other at their 
junction ; or in what measure each will accom- 
modate itself to the other’s shape ! And then 
each takes its permitted shape, and allotted share 
of space ; yielding, or being yielded to, as it 
builds, till each crystal has fitted itself perfectly 
and gracefully to its differently- natured neighbour. 
So that, in order to practise this, in even the 
simplest terms, you must divide into two parties, 
weatring different colours ; each must choose a 
different figure to construct ; and you must form 
one of these figures through the other, both going 
on at the same time. 

61. Mary. I ♦think we may, perhaps, manage 
it ; but I cannot at all understand how the crystals 
do. It seems to imply so much preconcerting of 
plan, and so much giving way to each other, as 
if they really were living. 

L. Yes, it implies both concurrence and com- 
promise, regulating all wilfulness of design : and, 
more curiously still, the crystals do not always 
give way to each other. They sh^w exactly the 
same varieties of temper that human creatures 
might. Sometimes they yield the required place 
with perfect grace and courtesy ; forming fantastic, 
but exquisitely finished, groups : and sometimes 
they will not yield at all ; but fight furiously for 
their places, losing all shape and honour, and 
even their own likeness, in the contest. 
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Mary. But is not that wholly wonderful ? 
How it is that one never sees it spoken of in 
books ? 

L. The scientific men are all busy in determin- 
ing the constant laws under which the struggle 
takes place ; these indefinite humours of the 
elements are of no interest to them. And un- 
scientific people rarely give themselves the trouble 
of thinking at all, when they look at stones. Not 
that it is of much use to think ; the more one 
thinks, the more one is puzzled. 

62 . Mary. Surely it is more wonderful than 
anything in botany ? 

L. Everything has its own wonders ; but, 
given the nature of the plant, it is easier to under- 
stand what a flower will do, and why it does it, 
than, given anything we as yet know of stone- 
nature, to understand what a crystal will do, and 
why it does it. You at once admit a kind of 
volition and choice, in the flower; but we are 
not accustomed to attribute anything of the kind 
to the crystal. Yet there is, in reality, more 
likeness to some conditions of • human feeling 
among stones than among plants. There is a far 
greater difference between kindly-tempered and 
ill-tempered crystals of the same mineral, than 
between any two specimens of the same flower : 
and the friendships and wars of crystals depend 
more definitely and curiously on their varieties 
of disposition, than any associations of flowers. 
Here, for instance, is a good garnet, living with 
good mica ; one rich red, and the other silver 
white : the mica leaves exactly room enough for 
the garnet to crystallise comfortably in ; and the 
garnet lives happily in its little white house ; 
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fitted to it, like a pholas in its cell. But here are 
wicked garnets living with wicked mica. See 
what ruin they make of each other ! You cannot 
tell which is which ; the garnets look like dull 
red stains on the crumbling stone. By the way, 
I never could understand, if St. Gothard is a real 
saint, why he can’t keep his garnets in better 
order. These are all under his care ; but I 
suppose there are too many of them for him to 
look after. The streets of Airolo are paved with 
them. 

May. Paved with garnets ? 

63. L. With mica-slate and garnets ; I broke 
this bit out of a paving stone. Now garnets and 
mica are natural friends, and generally fond of 
each other ; but you see how they quarrel when 
they are ill brought up. So it is always. Good 
crystals are friendly with almost all other good 
crystals, however little they chance to see of each 
other, or however opposite their habits may be ; 
while wicked crystals quarrel with one another, 
though they may be exactly alike in habits, and 
see each other continually. And of course the 
wicked crystals quarrel with the good ones. 

Isabel. Then do the good ones get angry ? 

L. No, never ; they attend to their own work 
and life ; and live it as well as they can, though 
they are always the sufferers. Here, for instance, 
is a rock-crystal of the purest race and finest 
temper, who was born, unhappily for him, in a 
bad neighbourhood, near Beaufort in Savoy ; and 
he has had to fight with vile calcareous mud all 
his life. See here, when he was but a child, it 
came down on him, and nearly buried him ; a 
weaker crystal would have died in despair ; but 
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he only gathered himself together, like Hercules 
against the serpents, and threw a layer of crystal 
over the clay ; conquered it, — imprisoned it, — 
and lived on. Then, when he was a little older, 
came more clay ; and poured itself upon him 
here, at the side ; and he has laid crystal over 
that, and lived on, in his purity. Then the clay 
came on at his angles, and tried to cover them, 
and round them away ; but upon that he threw 
out buttress-crystals at his angles, all as true to 
his own central line as chapels round a cathedral 
apse ; and clustered them round the clay ; and 
conquered it again. At last the clay came on at 
his summit, and tried to blunt his summit ; but 
he could not endure that for an instant ; and 
left his flanks all rough, but pure ; and fought 
the clay at his crest, and built crest over crest, 
and peak over peak, till the clay surrendered at 
last ; and here is his summit, smooth and pure, 
terminating a pyramid of alternate clay and 
crystal, half a foot high ! 

Lily. Oh, how nice of him ! What a clear, 
brave crystal ! But I can’t bear to see his flanks 
all broken, and the clay within them. 

64. L. Yes ; it was an evil chance for him, 
the being born to such contention ; there are 
some enemies so base that even to hold them 
captive is a kind of dishonour. But look, here 
has been quite a different kind of struggle : the 
adverse power has been more orderly, and has 
fought the pure crystal in ranks as firm as its 
own. This is not mere rage and impediment bf 
crowded evil : here is a disciplined hostility ; army 
against army. 

Lily. Oh, but this is much more beautiful ! 
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L. Yes, for both the elements have true virtue 
in them ; it is a pity they are at war, but they 
war grandly. 

Mary. But is this the same clay as in the 
other crystal ? 

L. I used the word clay for shortness. In both, 
the enemy is really limestone ; but in the first, 
disordered, and mixed with true clay ; while, 
here, it is nearly pure, and crystallises into its 
own primitive form, the oblique six-sided one, 
which you know ; and out of these it makes 
regiments ; and then squares of the regiments, 
and so charges the rock crystal, literally in 
square against column. 

Isabel. Please, please, let me see. And what 
does the rock crystal do ? 

L. The rock crystal seems able to do nothing. 
The calcite cuts it through at every charge. 
Look here, — and here ! The loveliest crystal in 
the whole group is hewn fairly into two pieces. 

Isabel. Oh, dear ! but is the calcite harder 
than the crystal then ? 

L. No, softer. Very much softer. 

Mary. But then, how can it possibly cut the 
crystal ? 

65. L. It did not really cut it, though it passes 
through it. The two were formed together, as I 
told you ; but no one knows how. Still, it is 
strange that this hard quartz has in all cases a 
good-natured way with it, of yielding to every- 
thing else. All sorts of soft things make nests 
for themselves in it ; and it never makes a nest 
for itself in anything. It has all the rough out- 
side work ; and every sort of cowardly and weak 
mineral can shelter itself within it. Look ; these 
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are hexagonal plates of mica ; if they were out- 
side of this crystal they would break, like burnt 
paper ; but they are inside of it, — nothing can 
hurt them, — the crystal has taken them into its 
very heart, keeping all their delicate edges as 
sharp as if they were under water, instead of 
bathed in rock. Here is a piece of branched 
silver : you can bend it with a touch of your 
finger, but the stamp of its every fibre is on the 
rock in which it lay, as if the quartz had been as 
soft as wool. 

Lily. Oh, the good, good quartz ! But does 
it never get inside of anything ? 

L. As it is a little Irish girl who asks, I may 
perhaps answer, without being laughed at, that 
it gets inside of itself sometimes. But I don’t 
remember seeing quartz make a nest for itself in 
anything else. 

66. Isabel. Please, there was something I 
heard you talking about, last term, with Miss 
Mary. I was at my lessons, but I heard some- 
thing about nests ; and I thought it was birds’ 
nests ; and I couldn’t help listening ; and then, 
I remember, it was about ‘‘ nests of quartz in 
granite.” I remember, because I was so dis- 
appointed ! 

L. Yes, mousie, you remember quite rightly ; 
but I can’t‘ tell you about those nests to-day, nor 
perhaps to-morrow : but there’s no contradiction 
between my saying then, and now ; I will show 
you that there is not, some day. Will you trust 
me meanwhile ? 

Isabel. Won’t I ! 

L. Well, then, look, lastly, at this piece of 
courtesy in quartz; it is on a small scale, but 

I 2 
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wonderfully pretty. Here is nobly born quartz 
living with a green mineral, called epidote ; and 
they are immense friends. Now, you see, a 
comparatively large and strong quartz-crystal, 
and a very weak and slender little one of epidote, 
have begun to grow, close by each other, and 
sloping unluckily towards each other, so that at 
last they meet. They cannot go on growing 
together ; the quartz crystal is five times as 
thick, and more than twenty times as strong,^ 
as the epidote ; but he stops at once, just in 
the very crowning moment of his life, when he 
is building his own summit ! He lets the pale 
little film of epidote grow right past him ; stopping 
his own summit for it ; and he never himself 
grows any more. 

67. Lily {ajter some silence of wonder). But is 
the quartz never wicked then ? 

L. Yes, but the wickedest quartz seems good- 
natured compared to other things. Here are two 
very characteristic examples ; one is good quartz, 
living with good pearlspar, and the other, wicked 
quartz, hving with wicked pearlspar. In both, 
the quartz yields to the soft carbonate of iron ; 
but, in the first piece, the iron takes only what 
it needs of room ; and is inserted into the planes 
of the rock crystal with such precision, that you 
must break it away before you can tell whether 
it really penetrates the quartz or not ; while the 
crystals of iron are perfectly formed, and have a 
lovely bloom on their surface besides. But here, 
when the two minerals quarrel, the unhappy 

1 Quartz is not much harder than epidote; the strength is 
only supposed to be in some proportion to the squares of the 
diameters. 
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quartz has all its surfaces jagged and torn to 
pieces ; and there is not a single iron crystal 
whose shape you can completely trace. But the 
quartz has the worst of it, in both instances. 

68. Violet. Might we look at that piece of 
broken quartz again, with the weak little film 
across it ? it seems such a strange lovely thing, 
like the self-sacrifice of a human being. 

L. The self-sacrifice of a human being is not a 
lovely thing, Violet. It is often a necessary and 
noble thing ; but no form nor degree of suicide 
can be ever lovely. 

Violet. But self-sacrifice is not suicide ! 

L. What is it then ? 

Violet. Giving up one’s self for another. 

L. Well ; and what do you mean by “ giving 
up one’s self ” ? 

Violet. Giving up one’s tastes, one’s feelings, 
one’s time, one’s happiness, and so on, to make 
others happy. 

L. I hope you will never marry anybody, 
Violet, who expects you to make him happy in 
that way. 

Violet (hesitating). In what way ? 

L. By giving up your tastes, and sacrificing 
your feelings, and happiness. 

Violet. No, no, I don’t mean that; but you 
know, for other people, one must. 

L. For people who don’t love you, and whom 
you know nothing about ? Be it so ; but how 
does this ‘‘ giving up ” differ from suicide then ? 

Violet. Why, giving up one’s pleasures is not 
killing one’s self ? 

L. Giving up wrong pleasure is not ; neither is 
it self-sacrifice, but self-culture. But giving up 
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right pleasure is. If you surrender the pleasure 
of walking, your foot will wither ; you may as 
well cut it off : if you surrender the pleasure of 
seeing, your eyes will soon be unable to bear the 
light ; you may as well pluck them out. And to 
maim yourself is partly to kill yourself. Do but 
go on maiming, and you will soon slay. 

69. Violet. But why do you make me think of 
that verse then, about the foot and the eye ? 

L. You are indeed commanded to cut off and 
to pluck out, if foot or eye offend you ; but why 
should they offend you ? 

Violet. I don’t know ; I never quite under- 
stood that. 

L. Yet it is a sharp order ; one needing to be 
well understood if it is to be well obeyed ! When 
Helen sprained her ankle the other day, you saw 
how strongly it had to be bandaged ; that is to 
say, prevented from all work, to recover it. But 
the bandage was not “ lovely.” 

Violet. No, indeed. 

L. And if her foot had been crushed, or diseased, 
or snake-bitten, instead of sprained, it might have 
been needful to cut it off. But the amputation 
would not have been “ lovely.” 

Violet. No. 

L. Well, if eye and foot are dead already, 
and betray you ; — if the light that is in you 
be darkness, and your feet run into mischief, 
or are takeil in the snare, — it is indeed time to 
pluck out, and cut off, I think : but, so crippled, 
you can never be what you might have been 
otherwise. You enter into life, at best, halt or 
maimed ; and the sacrifice is not beautiful, though 
necessary. 
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Violet {after a pause). But when one sacrifices 
one’s self for others. 

L. Why not rather others for you ? 

Violet. Oh ! but I couldn’t bear that. 

L. Then why should they bear it ? 

Doka (bursting in, indignant). And Thermopylse, 
and ProTtesilaus, and Marcus Curtius, and Arnold 
de Winkelried, and Iphigenia, and Jephthah’s 
daughter ? 

L. {sustaining the indignation unmoved). And 
the Samaritan woman’s son ? 

Dora. Which Samaritan woman’s ? 

L. Read 2 Kings vi. 29. 

Dora {obeys). How horrid ! As if we meant 
anything like that ! 

L. You don’t seem to me to know in the least 
what you do mean, children. What practical 
difference is there between ‘‘ that,” and what you 
are talking about ? The Samaritan children had 
no voice of their own in the business, it is true ; 
but neither had Iphigenia : the Greek girl was 
certainly neither boiled, nor eaten ; but that only 
makes a difference in the dramatic effect ; not 
in the principle. 

Dora {biting her lip). Well, then, tell us what 
we ought to mean. As if you didn’t teach it all 
to us, and mean it yourself, at this moment, 
more than we do, if you wouldn’t be tiresome ! 

70. L. I mean, and always have meant, simply 
this, Dora ; — that the will of God respecting us is 
that we shall live by each other’s happiness, and 
life ; not by each other’s misery, or death. I 
made you read that verse which so shocked you 
just now, because the relations of parent and 
child are typical of all beautiful human help. A 
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child may have to die for its parents ; but the 
purpose of Heaven is that it shall rather live for 
them ; — that not by sacrifice, but by its strength, 
its joy, its force of being, it shall be to them 
renewal of strength ; and as the arrow in the 
hand of the giant. So it is in all other right 
relations. Men help each other by their Joy, not 
by their sorrow. They are not intended to slay 
themselves for each other, but to strengthen 
themselves for each other. And among the 
many apparently beautiful things which turn, 
through mistaken use, to utter evil, I am not 
sure but that the thoughtlessly meek and self- 
sacrificing spirit of good men must be named as 
one of the fatallest. They have so often been 
taught that there is a virtue in mere suffering, as 
such ; and foolishly to hope that good may be 
brought by Heaven out of all on which Heaven 
itself has set the stamp of evil, that we may 
avoid it, — that they accept pain and defeat as if 
these were their appointed portion ; never under- 
standing that their defeat is not the less to be 
mourned because it is more fatal to their enemies 
than to them. The one thing that a good man 
has to do, and to see done, is justice ; he is 
neither to slay himself nor others causelessly : 
so far from denying himself, since he is pleased 
by good, he is to do his utmost to get his plea- 
sure accomplished. And I only wish there were 
strength, fidelity, and sense enough, among the 
good Englishmen of this day, to render it possible 
for them to band together in a vowed brother- 
hood, to enforce, by strength of heart and hand, 
the doing of human justice among all who came 
within their sphere. And finally, for your own 
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teaching, observe, although there may be need 
for much self-sacrifice and self-denial in the 
correction of faults of character, the moment the 
character is formed, the self-denial ceases. Nothing 
is really well done, which it costs you pain to do. 

71. VioIhET. But surely, sir, you are always 
pleased with us when we try to please others, 
and not ourselves ? 

L. My dear child, in the daily course and disci- 
pline of right life, we must continually and re- 
ciprocally submit and surrender in all kind and 
courteous and affectionate ways : and these sub- 
missions and ministries to each other, of which 
you all know (none better) the practice and the 
preciousness, are as good for the yielder as the 
receiver : they strengthen and perfect as much 
as they soften and refine. But the real sacrifice 
of all our strength, or life, or happiness to others 
(though it may be needed, and though all brave 
creatures hold their lives in their hand, to be 
given, when such need comes, as frankly as a 
soldier gives his life in battle), is yet always a 
mournful and momentary necessity ; not the 
fulfilment of the continuous law of being. Self- 
sacrifice which is sought after, and triumphed in, 
is usually foolish ; and calamitous in its issue : 
and by the sentimental proclamation and pursuit 
of it, good people have not only made most of 
their own lives useless, but the whole framework 
of their religion so hollow, that at this moment, 
while the English nation, with its lips, pretends 
to teach every man to “ love his neighbour as 
himself,” with its hands and feet it clutches and 
tramples like a wild beast ; and practically lives, 
every soul of it that can, on other people’s labour. 
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Briefly, the constant duty of every man to his 
fellows is to ascertain his own powers and special 
gifts ; and to strengthen them for the help of 
others. Do you think Titian would have helped 
the world better by denying himself, and not 
painting : or Casella by denying himself, and not 
singing ? The real virtue is to be ready to sing 
the moment people ask us ; as he was, even in 
purgatory. The very word virtue ” means, not 
“ conduct,” but “ strength,” vital energy in the 
heart. Were not you reading about that group 
of words beginning with V, — vital, virtuous, 
vigorous, and so on, — in Max Muller, the other 
day, Sibyl ? Can’t you tell the others about it ? 

Sibyl. No, I can’t ; will you tell us, please ? 

L. Not now, it is too late. Come to me some 
idle time to-morrow, and I’ll tell you about it, if 
all’s well. But the gist of it is, children, that 
you should at least know two Latin words ; 
recollect that “ mors ” means death, and decay- 
ing ; and “ vita ” means life, and growing : and 
try always, not to mortify yourselves, but to 
vivify yourselves. 

72. Violet. But then, are we not to mortify 
our earthly affections ? and surely we are to 
sacrifice ourselves, at least in God’s service, if 
not in man’s ? 

L. Really, Violet, we are getting too serious. 
I’ve given you enough ethics for one talk, I 
think ! Do let us have a little play. Lily, what 
were you so busy about, at the ant-hill in the 
wood, this morning ? 

Lily. Oh, it was the ants who were busy, not 
I ; I was only trying to help them a little. 

L. And they wouldn’t be helped, I suppose ? 
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Lily. No, indeed. I can’t think why ants are 
always so tiresome, when one tries to help them ! 
They were carrying bits of stick, as fast as they 
could, through a piece of grass ; and pulling and 
pushing so hard ; and tumbling over and over, — 
it made one quite pity them ; so I took some of 
the bits of stick, and carried them forward a little, 
where I thought they wanted to put them ; but 
instead of being pleased, they left them directly, 
and ran about looking quite angry and frightened ; 
and at last ever so many of them got up my sleeves, 
and bit me all over, and I had to come away. 

L. I couldn’t think what you were about. I 
saw your French grammar lying on the grass 
behind you, and thought perhaps you had gone 
to ask the ants to hear you a French verb. 

Isabel. Ah ! but you didn’t, though ! 

L. Why not, Isabel ? I knew well enough, 
Lily couldn’t learn that verb by herself. 

Isabel. No ; but the ants couldn’t help her. 

L. Are you sure the ants could not have helped 
you, Lily ? 

Lily {thinking), I ought to have learned some- 
thing from them, perhaps. 

L. But none of them left their sticks to help 
you through the irregular verb ? 

Lily. No, indeed. {Laughing with some others,) 

L. What are you laughing at, children ? I 
cannot see why the ants should not have left 
their tasks to help Lily in hers, — since here is 
Violet thinking she ought to leave her tasks, to 
help God in His. Perhaps, however, she takes 
Lily’s more modest view, and thinks only that 
‘‘ He ought to learn something from her.” 

{Tears in Violet’s eyes,) 
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Dora {scarlet). It’s too bad — it’s a shame : — 
poor Violet ! 

L. My dear children, there’s no reason why one 
should be so red, and the other so pale, merely 
because you are made for a moment to feel the 
absurdity of a phrase which you have been taught 
to use, in common with half the religious world. 
There is but one way in which man can ever 
help God — that is, by letting God help him : and 
there is no way in which His name is more guiltily 
taken in vain than by calling the abandonment of 
our own work, the performance of His. 

God is a kind Father. He sets us all in the 
places where He wishes us to be employed ; and 
that employment is truly “ our Father’s business.” 
He chooses work for every creature which will 
be delightful to them, if they do it simply and 
humbly. He gives us always strength enough, 
and sense enough, for what He wants us to do ; 
if we either tire ourselves or puzzle ourselves, it 
is our own fault. And we may always be sure, 
whatever we are doing, that we cannot be pleasing 
Him, if we are not happy ourselves. Now, away 
with you, children ; and be as happy as you can. 
And when you cannot, at least don’t plume your- 
selves upon pouting. 



LECTURE VII 

HOME VIRTUES 

By the fireside, in the Dr awing -room • Evening, 

73 . Dora. Now, the curtains are drawn, and 
the fire’s bright, and here’s your armchair — and 
you’re to tell us all about what you promised. 

L. All about what ? 

Dora. All about virtue. 

Kathleen. Yes, and about the words that 
begin with V. 

L. I heard you singing about a word that 
begins with V, in the playground, this morning. 
Miss Katie. 

Kathleen. Me singing ! 

May. Oh tell us — tell us. 

L. “ Vilikens and his ” 

Kathleen {stopping his mouth). Oh ! please 
don’t. Where were you ? 

Isabel. I’m sure I wish I had known where 
he was ! We lost him among the rhododendrons, 
and I don’t know where he got to ; oh, you 
naughty — naughty — {climbs on his knee). 

Dora. Now, Isabel, we really want to talk. 

L. I don’t. 

Dora. Oh, but you must. You promised, you 
know. 


116 
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L. Yes, if all was well ; but all’s ill. I’m tired, 
and cross ; and I won’t. 

Dora. You’re not a bit tired, and you’re not 
Grosser than two sticks ; and we’ll make you talk, 
if you were crosser than six. Come here, Egypt ; 
and get on the other side of him. 

(Egypt takes up a commanding position near 
the hearth brush.) 

Dora {reviewing her forces). Now, Lily, come 
and sit on the rug in front. 

(Lily does as she is bid.) 

L. {seeing he has no chance against the odds). 
Well, well ; but I’m really tired. Go and dance 
a little, first ; and let me think. 

Dora. No ; you mustn’t think. You will be 
wanting to make us think next ; that will be 
tiresome. 

74. L. Well, go and dance first, to get quit of 
thinking : and then I’ll talk as long as you like. 

Dora. Oh, but we can’t dance to-night. There 
isn’t time ; and we want to hear about virtue. 

L. Let me see a little of it first. Dancing is 
the first of girls’ virtues. 

Egypt. Indeed ! And the second ? 

L. Dressing. 

Egypt. Now, you needn’t say that ! I mended 
that tear the first thing before breakfast this 
morning. 

L. I cannot otherwise express the ethical prin- 
ciple, Egypt : whether you have mended your 
gown or not. 

Dora. Now don’t be tiresome. We really must 
hear about virtue, please : seriously. 

L. Am not I telling you about it, as fast as I 
can ? 
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Dora. What ! the first of girls’ virtues is 
dancing ? 

L. More accurately, it is wishing to dance, and 
not wishing to tease, nor to hear about virtue. 

Dora {to Egypt). Cross ? 

Egypt. How many balls must we go to in the 
season, to be perfectly virtuous ? 

L. As many as you can without losing your 
colour. But I did not say you should wish to go 
to balls. I said you should be always wanting to 
dance. 

Egypt. So we do ; but everybody says it is 
very wrong. 

L. Why, Egypt, I thought — 

‘‘ There was a lady once, 

That would not be a queen, — that would she not. 
For all the mud in Egypt.” 

You were complaining the other day of having to 
go out a great deal oftener than you liked. 

Egypt. Yes, so I was ; but then, it isn’t 
to dance. There’s no room to dance : it’s — 
{pausing to consider what it is for). 

75. L. It is only to be seen, I suppose. Well, 
there’s no harm in that. Girls ought to like to 
be seen. 

Dora {her eyes flashing). Now, you don’t mean 
that ; and you’re too provoking ; and we won’t 
dance again, for a month. 

L. It will answer every purpose of revenge, 
Dora, if you only banish me to the library ; and 
dance by yourselves ; but I don’t think Jessie 
and Lily will agree to that. You like me to see 
you dancing, don’t you, Lily ? 

Lily. Yes, certainly, — when we do it rightly. 

L. And besides, Miss Dora, if young ladies 
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really do not want to be seen, they should take 
care not to let their eyes flash when they dislike 
what people say ; and, more than that, it is all 
nonsense from beginning to end, about not wanting 
to be seen. I don’t know any more tiresome flower 
in the borders than your especially “ modest ” 
^lowdrop ; which one always has to stoop down 
and take all sorts of tiresome trouble with, and 
nearly break its poor little head off, before you 
can see it ; and then, half of it is not worth 
seeing. Girls should be like daisies ; nice and 
white, with an edge of red, if you look close ; 
making the ground bright wherever they are ; 
knowing simply and quietly that they do it, and 
are meant to do it, and that it would be very 
wrong if they didn’t do it. Not want to be seen, 
indeed ! How long were you in doing your back 
hair, this afternoon, Jessie ? 

(Jessie not immediately answering, Dora 
comes to her assistance,) 

Dora. Not above three-quarters of an hour, I 
think, Jess ? 

Jessie {putting her finger up). Now, Dorothy, 
ymi needn’t talk, you know ! 

L. I know she needn’t, Jessie ; I shall ask her 
about those dark plaits presently. (Dora holes 
round to see if there is any way open for retreat.) 
But never mind ; it was worth the time, whatever 
it was ; and nobody will ever mistake that golden 
wreath for a chignon : but if you don’t want it 
to be seen, you had better wear a cap. 

Jessie. Ah, now, are you really going to do 
nothing but play ? And we all have been think- 
ing and thinking, all day ; and hoping you would 
tell us things ; and now — ! 
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L. And now I am telling you things, and true 
things, and things good for you ; and you won’t 
believe me. You might as well have let me go to 
sleep at once, as I wanted to. {Endeavours again 
to make himself comfortable,) 

Isabel. Oh, no, no, you sha’n’t go to sleep, you 
naughty ! — Kathleen, come here. 

L. {knowing what he has to expect if Kathleen 
comes). Get away, Isabel, you’re too heavy. 
{Sitting up,) What have I been saying ? 

Dora. I do believe he has been asleep all the 
time ! You never heard anything like the things 
you’ve been saying. 

L. Perhaps not. If you have heard them, and 
anything like them, it is all I want. 

Egypt. Yes, but we don’t understand, and you 
know we don’t ; and we want to. 

76. L. What did I say first ? 

Dora. That the first virtue of girls was wanting 
to go to balls. 

L. I said nothing of the kind. 

Jessie. ‘‘ Always wanting to dance,” you said. 

L. Yes, and that’s true. Their first virtue is to 
be intensely happy ; — so happy that they don’t 
know what to do with themselves for happiness, 
— and dance, instead of walking. Don’t you 
recollect “ Louisa ” ? 

“ No fountain from a rocky cave 
E’er tripped with foot so free ; 

She seemed as happy as a wave 
That dances on the sea.” 

A girl is always like that, when everything’s right 
with her. 

Violet. But, surely, one must be sad some- 
times ? 
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L. Yes, Violet ; and dull sometimes, and stupid 
sometimes, and cross sometimes. What must be, 
must ; but it is always either our own fault, or 
somebody else’s. The last and worst thing that 
can be said of a nation is, that it has made its 
young girls sad, and weary. 

May. But I am sure I have heard a great many 
good people speak against dancing ? 

L. Yes, May ; but it docs not follow they were 
wise as well as good. I suppose they think 
Jeremiah liked better to have to write Lamenta- 
tions for his people, than to have to write that 
promise for them, which everybody seems to 
hurry past, that they may get on quickly to the 
verse about Rachel weeping for her children ; 
though the verse they pass is the counter blessing 
to that one : ‘‘ Then shall the virgin rejoice in 
the dance ; and both young men and old together ; 
and I will turn their mourning into joy.’’ 

{The children get very serious, hut look at each 
other, as if pleased,) 

77. Mary. They understand now : but, do you 
know what you said next ? 

L. Yes ; I was not more than half asleep. I 
said their second virtue was dressing. 

Mary. Well ! what did you mean by that ? 

L. WTiat do you mean by dressing ? 

Mary. Wearing fine clothes. 

L. Ah ! there’s the mistake. I mean wearing 
plain ones. 

^ Mary. Yes, I daresay ! but that’s not what 
girls understand by dressing, you know. 

L. I can’t help that. If they understand by 
dressing, buying dresses, perhaps they also under- 
stand by drawing, buying pictures. But when I 
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hear them say they can draw, I understand that 
they can make a drawing ; and when I hear them 
say they can dress, I understand that they can 
make a dress ; and — which is quite as difficult — 
wear one. 

Dora. I’m not sure about, the making ; for the 
wearing, we can all wear them — out,* before any- 
body expects it. 

Egypt {aside to L., 'piteously). Indeed I have 
mended that torn flounce quite neatly ; look if I 
haven’t. 

L. {aside to Egypt). All right ; don’t be afraid. 
{Aloud, to Dora.) Yes, doubtless ; but you know 
that is only a slow way of undressing. 

Dora. Then, we are all to learn dress-making, 
are we ? 

L. Yes ; and always to dress yourselves beauti- 
fully — not finely, unless on occasion ; but then 
v^ery finely and beautifully too. Also you are to 
dress as many other people as you can ; and to 
teach them how to dress, if they don’t know ; 
and to consider every ill-dressed woman or child 
whom you see anywhere, as a personal disgrace ; 
and to get at them, somehow, until everybody is 
as beautifully dressed as birds. 

{Silence ; the children drawing their breaths 
hard as if they had come from under a 
shower hath.) 

78. L. {seeing objections begin to express them- 
selves in the eyes). Now you needn’t say you can’t ; 
for you can : and it’s what you were meant to do, 
always ; and to dress your houses, and your 
gardens, too ; and to do very little else, I believe, 
except singing; and dancing, as we said, of 
course : and — one thing more. 
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Dora. Our third and last virtue, I suppose ? 

L, Yes ; on Violet’s system of triplicities. 

Dora. Well, we are prepared for anything now, 
What is it ? 

L. Cooking. 

Dora. Cardinal, indeed ! If only Beatrice were 
here with her seven handmaids, that she might 
see what a fine eighth we had found for her ! 

Mary. And the interpretation ? What does 

cooking ” mean ? 

L. It means the knowledge of Medea, and 
of Circe, and of Calypso, and of Helen, and of 
Rebekah, and of the Queen of Sheba. It means 
the knowledge of all herbs, and fruits, and balms, 
and spices ; and of all that is healing and sweet 
in fields and groves, and savoury in meats ; it 
means carefulness, and inventiveness, and watch- 
fulness, and willingness, and readiness of appliance ; 
it means the economy of your great-grandmothers, 
and the science of modern chemists ; it means 
much tasting, and no wasting ; it means English 
thoroughness, and French art, and Arabian hospi- 
tality ; and it means, in fine, that you are to be 
perfectly, and always, ‘‘ ladies ” — “ loaf-givers ” ; 
and, as you are to see, imperatively, that every- 
body has something pretty to put on, — so you 
are to see, yet more imperatively, that everybody 
has something nice to eat. 

{Another pause, and long-drawn breath.) 

T>OB.A{slowly recovering herself) to Egypt. We had 
better have let him go to sleep, I think, after all ! 

L. You had better let the younger ones go to 
sleep, now : for I haven’t half done. 

Isabel {panic- struck). Oh ! please, please ! just 
one quarter of an hour. 
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L. No, Isabel ; I cannot say what I’ve got to 
say, in a quarter of an hour ; and it is too hard 
for you, besides : — you would be lying awake, and 
trying to make it out half the night. That will 
never do. 

Isabel. Oh, please ! 

L. It would please me exceedingly, mousie : 
but there are times when we must both be dis- 
pleased ; more’s the pity. Lily may stay for 
half an hour, if she likes. 

Lily. I can’t ; because Isey never goes to 
sleep if she is waiting for me to come. 

Isabel. Oh, yes, Lily ; I’ll go to sleep to-night ; 
I will, indeed. 

Lily. Yes, it’s very likely, Isey, with those fine 
round eyes ! {To L.) You’ll tell me something of 
what you’ve been saying, to-morrow, won’t you ? 

L. No, I won’t, Lily. You must choose. It’s 
only in Miss Edgeworth’s novels that one can 
do right, and have one’s cake and sugar after- 
wards as well ; (not that I consider the dilemma, 
to-night, so grave). 

(Lily, sighing, takes Isabel’s hand.) 

Yes, Lily dear, it will be better, in the outcome 
of it, so, than if you were to hear all the talks 
that ever were talked, and all the stories that 
ever were told. Good-night. 

{The door leading to the condemned cells of the 
Dormitory closes on Lily, Isabel, Florrie, 
and other diminutive and submissive victims.) 

79. Jessie {after.a pause). Why, I thought you 
were so fond of Miss Edgeworth ! 

L. So I am ; and so you ought all to be. I can 
read her over and over again, without ever tiring : 
there’s no one whose every page is so full, and 



124 THE ETHICS OF THE DUST 

so delightful ; no one who brings you into the 
company of pleasanter or wiser people ; no one 
who tells you mt)re truly how to do right. And 
it is very nice, in the midst of a wild world, to 
have the very ideal of poetical justice done always 
to one’s hand : — to have everybody found out, 
who tells lies ; and everybody decorated with a 
red riband, who doesn’t ; and to see the good 
Laura, who gave away her half sovereign, re- 
ceiving a grand ovation from an entire dinner 
party disturbed for the purpose ; and poor, dear 
little Rosamond, who chooses purple jars instead 
of new shoes, left at last without either her shoes 
or her bottle. But it isn’t life ; and, in the way 
children might easily understand it, it isn’t morals. 

Jessie. How do you mean we might under- 
stand it ? 

L. You might think Miss Edgeworth meant 
that the right was to be done mainly because 
one was always rewarded for doing it. It is an 
injustice to her to say that : her heroines always 
do right simply for its own sake, as they should ; 
and her examples of conduct and motive are 
wholly ^ admirable. But her representation of 
events is false and misleading. Her good char- 
acters never are brought into the deadly trial of 
goodness, — the doing right, and suffering for it, 
quite finally. And that is life, as God arranges 
it. ‘‘ Taking up one’s cross ” does not at all 
mean having ovations at dinner parties, and 
being put over everybody else’s head. 

80. Dora. But what does it mean then ? That 
is just what we couldn’t understand, when you 
were telling us about not sacrificing ourselves 
yesterday. 
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L. My dear, it means simply that yon are to 
go the road which you see to be the straight 
one : carrying whatever you find is given you to 
carry, as well and stoutly as you can ; without 
making faces or calling people to come and look 
at you. Above all, you are neither to load, nor 
unload, yourself ; nor cut your cross to your own 
liking. Some people think it would be better for 
them to have it large ; and many, that they 
could carry it much faster if it were small ; and 
even those who like it largest are usually very 
particular about its being ornamental, and made 
of the best ebony. But all that you have really 
to do is to keep your back as straight as you 
can ; and not think about what is upon it — 
above all, not to boast of what is upon it. The 
real and essential meaning of virtue ” is in that 
straightness of back. Yes ; you may laugh, 
children, but it is. You know I was to tell you 
about the words that began with V. Sibyl, what 
does virtue ” mean, literally ? 

Sibyl. Docs it mean courage ? 

L. Yes ; but a particular kind of courage. 
It means courage of the nerve ; vital courage. 
That first syllable of it, if you look in Max Muller, . 
you will find really means “ nerve,” and from it 
comes ‘‘ vis,” and “ vir,” and “ virgin ” (through 
vireo), and the connected word ‘‘ virga ” — a “ rod ” ; 
— the green rod, or springing bough of a tree, 
being the type of perfect human strength, both 
in the use of it in the Mosaic story, when it 
becomes a serpent, or strikes the rock ; or when 
Aaron’s bears its almonds ; and in the meta- 
phorical expressions, the Rod out of the stem 
of Jesse,” and the “ Man whose name is the 
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Branch,” and so on. And the essential idea of 
real virtue is that of a vital human strength, 
which instinctively, constantly, and without 
motive, does what is right. You must train men 
to this by habit, as you would the branch of a 
tree ; and give them instincts and manners (or 
morals) of purity, justice, kindness, and courage. 
Once rightly trained, they act as they should, 
irrespectively of all motive, of fear, or of reward. 
It is the blackest sign of putrescence in a national 
religion, when men speak as if it were the only 
safeguard of conduct ; and assume that, but for 
the fear of being burned, or for the hope of being 
rewarded, everybody would pass* their lives in 
lying, stealing, and murdering. I think quite one 
of the notablest historical events of this century 
(perhaps the very notablest), was that council 
of clergymen, horror-struck at the idea of any 
diminution in our dread of hell, at which the last 
of English clergymen whom one would have ex- 
pected to see in such a function, rose as the 
devil’s advocate ; to tell us how impossible it 
was we could get on without him. 

81. Violet {after a 'pause). But, surely, if 
people weren’t afraid — {hesitates again), 

L. They should be afraid of doing wrong, and 
of that only, my dear. Otherwise, if they only 
don’t do wrong for fear of being punished, they 
have done wrong in their hearts, already. 

Violet. Well, but surely, at least one ought to 
be afraid of displeasing God ; and one’s desire to 
please Him should be one’s first motive ? 

L. He never would be pleased with us, if it 
were, my dear. When a father sends his son out 
into the world — suppose as an apprentice — fancy 
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the boy’s coming home at night, and saying, 
‘‘ Father, I could have robbed the till to-day ; 
but I didn’t, because I thought you wouldn’t like 
it.” Do you think the father would be parti- 
cularly pleased ? 

(Violet is silent) 

He would answer, would he not, if he were 
wise and good, ‘‘ My boy, though you had no 
father, you must not rob tills ” ? And nothing 
is ever done so as really to please our Great 
Father, unless we would also have done it, though 
we had had no Father to know of it. 

Violet {after long pause). But, then, what con- 
tinual threatenings and promises of reward there 
are ! 

L. And how vain both ! with the Jews, and 
with all of us. But the fact is, that the threat 
and promise are simply statements of the Divine 
law, and of its consequences. The fact is truly 
told you, — make what use you may of it : and 
as collateral warning, or encouragement, or com- 
fort, the knowledge of future consequences may 
often be helpful to us ; but helpful chiefly to the 
better state when we can act without reference 
to them. And there’s no measuring the poisoned 
influence of that notion of future reward on the 
mind of Christian Europe, in the early ages. 
Half the monastic system rose out of that, acting 
on the occult pride and ambition of good people 
(as the other half of it came of their follies and 
misfortunes). There is always a considerable 
quantity of pride, to begin with, in what is called 

giving one’s self ” to God. As if one had ever 
belonged to anybody else ! 

82. Doba. But, surely, great good'has come out 
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of the monastic system — our books, — our sciences 
— all saved by the monks ? 

L. Saved from what, my dear ? From the 
abyss of misery and ruin which that false Chris- 
tianity allowed the whole active world to hve in. 
When it had become the principal amusement, 
and the most admired art, of Christian men, to 
cut one another’s throats and burn one another’s 
towns ; of course the few feeble or reasonable 
persons left, whd desired quiet, safety, and kind 
fellowship, got into cloisters : and the gentlest, 
thoughtfullest, noblest men and women shut 
themselves up, precisely where they could be 
of least use. They are very fine things, for us 
painters, now — the towers and white arches upon 
the tops of the rocks ; always in places where 
it takes a day’s climbing to get at them : but 
the intense tragi-comedy of the thing, when one 
thinks of it, is unspeakable. All the good people 
of the world getting themselves hung up out of 
the way of mischief, like Bailie Nicol Jarvie; — 
poor little lambs, as it were, dangling there for 
the sign of the Golden Fleece ; or like Socrates 
in his basket in the Clouds ” ! (I must read 
you that bit of Aristophanes again, by the way.) 
And believe me, children, I am no warped witness, 
as far as regards monasteries ; or if I am, it is 
in their favour. I have always had a strong 
leaning that way ; and have pensively shivered 
with Augustines at St. Bernard ; and happily 
made hay with Franciscans at Fesole, and sat 
silent with Carthusians in their little gardens, 
south of Florence ; and mourned through many 
a day-dream, at Melrose and Bolton. But the 
wonder is always to me, not how much, but how 
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little, the monks have, on the whole, done, with 
all that leisure, and all that good-will ! What 
nonsense monks characteristically wrote ; — what 
little progress they made in the sciences to which 
they devoted themselves as a duty, — medicine 
especially ; — and, last and worst, what depths of 
degradation they can sometimes see one another, 
and the population rpund them, sink into ; with- 
out either doubting their system, or reforming it ! 

83. {Seeing questions rising to li/ps.) Hold your 
little tongues, children ; it’s very late, and you’ll 
make me forget what I’ve to say. Fancy your- 
selves in pews, for five minutes. There’s one 
point of possible good in the conventual system, 
which is always attractive to young girls ; and 
the idea is a very dangerous one ; — the notion of 
a merit, or exalting virtue, consisting in a habit 
of meditation on the ‘‘ things above,” or things 
of the next world. Now it is quite true, that a 
person of beautiful mind, dwelling on whatever 
appears to them most desirable and lovely in 
a possible future, will not only pass their time 
pleasantly, but will even acquire, at last, a vague 
and wildly gentle charm of manner and feature, 
which will give them an air of peculiar sanctity 
in the eyes of others. Whatever real or apparent 
good there may be in this result, I want you to 
observe, children, that we have no real authority 
for the reveries to which it is owing. We are told 
nothing distinctly of the heavenly world ; except 
that it will be free from sorrow, and pure from 
sin. What is said of pearl gates, golden floors, 
and the like, is accepted as merely figurative by 
religious enthusiasts themselves : and whatever 
they pass their time in conceiving, whether of the 
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happiness of risen souls, of their intercourse, or of 
the appearance and employment of the heavenly 
powers, is entirely the product of their own 
imagination ; and as completely and distinctly a 
work of fiction, or romantic invention, as any 
novel of Sir Walter Scott’s. That the romance 
is founded on feligious theory or doctrine ; — that 
no disagreeable or wicked persons are admitted 
into the story ; — and that the inventor fervently 
hopp that some portion of it may hereafter come 
tru6, does not in the least alter the real nature 
cf the effort or enjoyment. 

84. Now, whatever indulgence may be granted 
to amiable people for pleasing themselves in this 
innocent way, it is beyond question, that to 
seclude themselves from the rough duties of life, 
merely to write religious romances, or, as in most 
cases, merely to dream them without taking so 
much trouble as is implied in writing, ought not 
to be received as an act of heroic virtue. But, 
observe, even in admitting thus much, I have 
assumed that the fancies are just and beautiful 
though fictitious. Now, what right have any of 
us to assume that our own fancies will assuredly 
be either the one or the other ? That they 
delight us, and appear lovely to us, is no real 
proof of its not being wasted time to form them : 
and we may surely be led somewhat to distrust 
our judgment of them by observing what ignoble 
imaginations have sometimes sufficiently, or even 
enthusiastically, occupied the hearts of others. 
The principal source of the spirit of religious con- 
templation is the East ; now I have here in my 
hand a Byzantine image of Christ, which, if you 
will look at it seriously, may, I think, at once and 
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for ever render you cautious in the indulgence of 
a merely contemplative habit of mind. Observe, 
it is the fashion to look at such a thing only as 
a piece of barbarous art ; that is the smallest 
part of its interest. What I want you to see, is 
the baseness and falseness of a religious state 
of enthusiasm, in which such a work could be 
dwelt upon with pious pleasure. That a figure, 
with t^o small round black beads .for eyes ; a 
gilded face, deep cut into horrible wrinkles ; an 
open gash for a mouth, and a distorted skeleton 
for a body, wrapped about, to make it fine, with 
striped enamel of blue and gold : — that such a 
figure, I say, should ever have been thought 
helpful towards the conception of a Redeeming 
Deity, may make you, I think, very doubtful, 
even of the Divine approval, — much more of the 
Divine inspiration, — of religious reverie in general. 
You feel, doubtless, that your own idea of Christ 
would be something very different from this ; but 
in what does the difference consist ? Not in any 
more Divine authority in your imagination ; but 
in the intellectual work of six intervening cen- 
turies ; which, simply, by artistic discipline, has 
refined this crude conception for you, and filled 
you partly with an innate sensation, partly with 
an acquired knowledge, of higher forms, — which 
render this Byzantine crucifix as horrible to you, 
as it was pleasing to its maker. More is required 
to excite your fancy ; but your fancy is of no 
more authority than his was : and a point of 
national art-skill is quite conceivable, in which 
the best we can do now will be as offensive to the 
religious dreamers of the more highly cultivated 
time, as this Byzantine crucifix is to you. 
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85. Mary. But surely, Angelico will always 
retain his power over everybody ? 

L. Yes, I should think, always ; as the gentle 
words of a child will : but you would be much 
surprised, Mary, if you thoroughly took the pains 
to analyse, and had the perfect means of analys- 
ing, that power of Angelico, — to discover its real 
sources. Of course it is natural, at first, to 
attribute it to the pure religious fervour by 
which he was inspired ; but do you suppose 
Angelico was really the only monk, in all the 
Christian world of the middle ages, who laboured, 
in art, with a sincere religious enthusiasm ? 

Mary. No, certainly not. 

L. Anything more frightful, more destructive 
of all religious faith whatever, than such a sup- 
position, could not be. And yet, what other 
monk ever produced such work ? I have myself 
examined carefully upwards of two thousand 
illuminated missals, with especial view to the 
discovery of any evidence of a similar result upon 
the art, from the monkish devotion ; and utterly 
in vain. 

Mary. But then, was not Fra Angelico a man 
of entirely separate and exalted genius ? 

L. Unquestionably ; and granting him to be 
that, the peculiar phenomenon in his art is, to 
me, not its loveliness, but its weakness. The 
effect of “ inspiration,” had it been real, on a man 
of consummate genius, should have been, one 
would have thought, to make everything that he 
did faultless and strong, no less than lovely. But 
of all men, deserving to be called ‘‘ great,” Fra 
Angelico permits to himself the least pardonable 
faults, and the most palpable follies. There is 
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evidently within him a sense of grace, and power 
of invention, as great as Ghiberti’s : — we arc in 
the habit of attributing those high qualities to 
his religious enthusiasm ; but, if they were pro- 
duced by that enthusiasm in him, they ought to 
be produced by the same feelings in others ; and 
we see they are not. Whereas, comparing him 
with contemporary great artists, of equal grace 
and invention, one peculiar character remains 
notable in him — which, logically, we ought there- 
fore to attribute to the religious fervour ; — and 
that distinctive character is, the contented in- 
dulgence of his own weaknesses, and perseverance 
in his own ignorances. 

86. Mary. But that’s dreadful ! And what is 
the source of the peculiar charm which we all feel 
in his work ? 

L. There are many sources of it, Mary ; united 
and seeming like one. You would never feel that 
charm but in the work of an entirely good man ; 
be sure of that : but the goodness is only the 
recipient and modifying element, not the creative 
one. Consider carefully what delights you in any 
original picture of Angelico’s. You will find, for 
one minor thing, an exquisite variety and bright- 
ness of ornamental work. That is not Angelico’s 
inspiration. It is the final result of the labour 
and thought of millions of artists, of all nations ; 
from the earliest Egyptian potters downwards — 
Greeks, Byzantines, Hindoos, Arabs, Gauls, and 
Northmen — all joining in the toil ; and con- 
summating it in FJorence, in that century, with 
such embroidery of robe and inlaying of armour 
as had never been seen till then ; nor, probably, 
ever will be seen more. Angelico merely takes 
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his share of this inheritance, and applies it in the 
tenderest way to subjects which are peculiarly 
acceptant of it. But the inspiration, if it exist 
anywhere, flashes on the knight’s shield quite as 
radiantly as on the monk’s picture. Examining 
farther into the sources of your emotion in the 
Angelico work, you will find much of the im- 
pression of sanctity dependent on a singular 
repose and grace of gesture, consummating itself 
in the floating, flying, and above all, in the 
dancing groups. That is not Angelico’s inspira- 
tion. It is only a peculiarly tender use of systems 
of grouping which had been long before developed 
by Giotto, Memmi, and Orcagna ; and the real root 
of it all is simply — What do you think, cliildren ? 
The beautiful dancing of the Florentine maidens I 

Dora {indignant again). Now, I wonder what 
next ! Why not say it all depended on Herodias’ 
daughter, at once ? 

L. Yes, it is certainly a great argument against 
singing, that there were once sirens. 

87. Dora. Well, it may be all very fine and 
philosophical ; but shouldn’t I just like to read 
you the end of the second volume of “ Modern 
Painters ” ! 

L. My dear, do you think any teacher could be 
worthy our listening to, or anybody else’s listening 
to, who had learned nothing, and altered his mind 
in nothing, from seven and twenty to seven and 
forty ? But that second volume is very good for 
you as far as it goes. It is a great advance and a 
thoroughly straight and swift .one, to be led, as 
it is the main business of that second volume to 
lead you, from Dutch cattle-pieces, and ruffian- 
pieces, to Fra Angelico. And it is right for you 
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also, as you grow older, to be strengthened in the 
general sense and judgment which may enable 
you to distinguish the weaknesses from the virtues 
of what you love : else you might come to love 
both alike ; or even the weaknesses without the 
virtues. You might end by liking Overbeck and 
Cornelius as well as Angelico. However, I have 
perhaps been leaning a little too much to the 
merely practical side of things, in to-night’s talk ; 
and you are always to remember, children, that 
I do not deny, though I cannot affirm, the 
spiritual advantages resulting, in certain cases, 
from enthusiastic religious reverie, and from the 
other practices of saints and anchorites. The 
evidence respecting them has never yet been 
honestly collected, much less dispassionately 
examined : but assuredly, there is in that direc- 
tion a probability, and more than a probability, 
of dangerous error, while there is none whatever 
in the practice of an active, cheerful, and benevo- 
lent life. The hope of attaining a higher religious 
position, which induces us to encounter, for its 
exalted alternative, the risk of unhealthy error, 
is often, as I said, founded more on pride than 
piety ; and those who, in modest usefulness, have 
accepted what seemed to them here the lowliest 
place in the kingdom of their Father, are not, I 
believe, the least likely to receive hereafter the 
command, then unmistakable, “ Friend, go up 
higher.” 



LECTURE VIII 


CRYSTAL CAPRICE 

Formal Lecture in Schoolroom, after some practical 
examination of minerals. 

88. L. We have seen enough, children, though 
very little of what might be seen if we had more 
time, of mineral structures produced by visible 
opposition, or contest among elements ; structures 
of which the variety, however great, need not 
surprise us : for we quarrel, ourselves, for many 
and slight causes ; — much more, one should think, 
may crystals, who can only feel the antagonism, 
not argue about it. But there is a yet more 
singular mimicry of our human ways in the 
varieties of form which appear owing to no 
antagonistic force ; but merely to the variable 
humour and caprice of the crystals themselves : 
and I have asked you all to come into the school- 
room to-day, because, of course, this is a part of 
the crystal mind which must be peculiarly in- 
teresting to a feminine audience. {Great symptoms 
of disapproval on the part of said audience.^ Now, 
you need not pretend that it will not interest 
you ; why should it not ? It is true that we men 
are never capricious ; but that only makes us 
the more dull and disagr^able. You, who are 
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crystalline in brightness, as well as in caprice, 
charm infinitely, by infinitude of change. {Audible 
murmurs of Worse and worse / ” As if we 
could he got over that way ! ” etc. The Lecturek, 
however, observing the expression of the features 
to be more complacent, proceeds.) And the most 
curious mimicry, if not of your changes of fashion, 
at least of your various modes (in healthy periods) 
of national costume, takes place among the 
crystals of different countries. With a little ex- 
perience, it is quite possible to say at a glance, 
in what districts certain crystals have been 
found ; and although, if we had knowledge ex- 
tended and accurate enough, we might of course 
ascertain the laws and circumstances which have 
necessarily produced the form peculiar to each 
locality, this would be just as true of the fancies 
of the human mind. If we could know the exact 
circumstances which affect it, if we could foretell 
what now seems to us only caprice of thought, as 
well as what now seems to us only caprice of 
crystal : nay, so far as our knowledge reaches, it 
is on the whole easier to find some reason why 
the peasant girls of Berne should wear their caps 
in the shape of butterflies ; and the peasant girls 
of Munich theirs in the shape of shells, than to 
say why the fock- crystals of Dauphine should 
have ali their summits of the shape of lip pieces of 
flageolets, while those of St. Gothard are sym- 
metrical ; or why the fluor of Chamouni is rose- 
coloured, and in octahedrons, while the fluor of 
Weardale is green, and in cubes. Still farther 
removed is the hope, at present, of accounting 
for minor differences in modes of grouping and 
construction. Take, for instance, the caprices of 

K 2 
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this single mineral, quartz ; — variations upon a 
single theme. It has many forms ; but see what 
it will make out of this one, the six-sided prism. 
For shortness’ sake, I shall call the body of the 
prism its column,” and the pyramid at • the 
extremities its “ cap.” Now, here, first you have 
a straight column, as long and thin as a stalk of 
asparagus, with two little caps at the ends ; and 
here you have a short thick column, as solid as 
a hay-stack, with two fat caps at the ends ; and 
here you have two caps fastened together, and 
no column at all between them ! Then here is 
a crystal with its column fat in the middle, and 
tapering to a little cap ; and here is one stalked 
like a mushroom, with a huge cap put on the 
top of a slender column ! Then here is a column 
built wholly out of little caps, with a large smooth 
cap at the top. And here is a column built of 
columns and caps ; the caps all truncated about 
half wa<y to their points. And in both these last, 
the little crystals are set anyhow, and build the 
large one in a disorderly way ; but here is a 
crystal made of columns and truncated caps set 
in regular terraces all the way up. 

89. Mary. But are not these, groups of crystals, 
rather than one crystal ? 

L. What do you mean by a group, and what 
by one crystal ? 

Dora {audibly aside, to Mary, who is brought 
to pause). You know you are never expected to 
answer, Mary. 

L. I’m sure this is easy enough. What do you 
mean by a group of people ? 

Mary. Xhree or four together, or a good many 
together, like the caps in these crystals. 
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L. But when a great many persons get together 
they don’t take the shape of one person ? 

(Mary still at fause.) 

Isabel. No, because they can’t; but, you 
know, the crystals can ; so why shouldn’t they ? 

L. Well, they don’t ; that is to say, they don’t 
always, nor even often. Look here, Isabel. 

Isabel. What a nasty ugly thing ! 

L. I’m glad you think it so ugly. Yet it is 
made of beautiful crystals ; they are a little grey 
and cold in colour, but most of them are clear. 

Isabel. But they are in such horrid, horrid 
disorder ! 

L. Yes ; all disorder is horrid, when it is 
among things that are naturally orderly. Some 
little girls’ rooms are naturally disorderly, I 
suppose ; or I don’t know how they could live 
in them, if they cry out so when they only see 
quartz crystals in confusion. 

Isabel. Oh ! but how come they to be like 
that ? 

L. You may well ask. And yet you will always 
hear people talking as if they thought order more 
wonderful than disorder ! It is wonderful — as 
we have seen ; but to me, as to you, child, the 
supremely wonderful thing is that nature should 
ever be ruinous, or wasteful, or dreadful ! I look 
at this wild piece of crystallisation with endless 
astonishment. 

Mary. Where does it come from ? 

L. The Tete Noire of Chamouni. What makes 
it more strange is, that it should be in a vein of 
fine quartz rock. If it were in a mouldering rock, 
it would be natural enough ; but in the midst of 
so fine substance, here are the crystals tossed in 
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a heap; some large, myriads small, (almost as 
small as dust,) tumbling over each other like a 
terrified crowd, and glued together by the sides, 
and edges, and backs, and heads ; some warped, 
and some pushed out and in, and all spoiled, and 
each spoiling the rest. 

Mary. And how flat they all are ! 

L. Yes ; that’s the fashion at the Tete Noire. 

Mary. But surely this is ruin, not caprice ? 

90. L. I believe it is in great part misfortune ; 
and we will examine these crystal troubles in 
next lecture. But if you want to see the grace- 
fullest and happiest caprices of which dust is 
capable, you must go to the Hartz ; not that I 
ever mean to go there myself, for I want to 
retain the romantic feeling about the name ; and 
I have done myself some harm already by seeing 
the monotonous and heavy form of the Brocken 
from the suburbs of Brunswick. But whether 
the mountains be picturesque or not, the tricks 
which the goblins (as I am told) teach the crystals 
in them, are incomparably pretty. They work 
chiefly on the mind of a docile, bluish-coloured 
carbonate of lime ; which comes out of a grey 
limestone. The goblins take the greatest possible 
care of its education, and see that nothing happens 
to it to hurt its temper : and when it may be 
supposed to have arrived at the crisis which is, 
to a well brought up mineral, what presentation 
at court is to a young lady — after which it is 
expected to set fashions — there’s no end to its 
pretty ways of behaving. First it will make 
itself into pointed darts as fine as hoar-frost ; 
here it is changed into a white fur as fine as silk ; 
here into little crowns and circlets, as bright as 
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silver, as if for the gnome princesses to wear ; 
here it is in beautiful little plates, for them to 
eat off ; presently it is in towers, which they 
might be imprisoned in ; presently in caves and 
cells, where they may make nun- gnomes of them- 
selves, and no gnome ever hear of them more ; 
here is some of it in sheaves, hke corn ; here, 
some in drifts, like snow ; here, some in rays, 
like stars : and, though these are, all of them, 
necessarily, shapes that the mineral takes in other 
places, they are all taken here with such a grace 
that you recognise the high caste and breeding of 
the crystals wherever you meet them ; and know 
at once they are Hartz-born. 

Of course, such fine things as these are only 
done by crystals which are perfectly good, and 
good-humoured ; and of course, also, there are 
ill-humoured crystals who torment each other, 
and annoy quieter crystals, yet without coming 
to anything like serious war. Here (for once) is 
some ill-disposed quartz, tormenting a peaceable 
octahedron of fluor, in mere caprice. I looked at 
it the other night so long, and so wonderingly, 
just before putting my candle out, that I fell 
into another strange dream. But you don’t care 
about dreams. 

Dora. No ; we didn’t, yesterday ; but you 
know we are made up of caprice ; so we do, 
to-day : and you must tell it us directly. 

91. L. Well, you see, Neith and her work were 
still much in my mind ; and then, I had been 
looking over these Hartz things for you, and 
thinking of the sort of grotesque sympathy there 
seemed to be in them with the beautiful fringe 
and pinnacle work of Northern architecture. So, 
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when I fell asleep, I thought I saw Neith and St. 
Barbara talking together. 

Dora. But what had St. Barbara to do with 
it ? 1 

L. My dear, I am quite sure St. Barbara is the 
patroness of good architects : not St. Thomas, 
whatever the old builders thought. It might be 
very fine, according to the monks’ notions, in 
St. Thomas, to give all his employer’s money 
away to the poor : but breaches of contract are 
bad foundations ; and I believe, it was not he, 
but St. Barbara, who overlooked the work in all 
the buildings you and I care about. However 
that may be, it was certainly she whom I saw in 
my dream with Neith. Neith was sitting weav- 
ing, and I thought she looked sad, and threw her 
shuttle slowly ; and St. Barbara was standing at 
her side, in a stiff little gown, all ins and outs, 
and angles ; but so bright with embroidery that 
it dazzled me whenever she moved ; the train of 
it was just like a heap of broken jewels, it was so 
stiff, and full of corners, and so many-coloured, 
and bright. Her hair fell over her shoulders in 
long, delicate waves, from under a little three- 
pinnacled crown, like a tower. She was asking 
Neith about the laws of architecture in Egypt 
and Greece ; and when Neith told her the 
measures of the pyramids, St. Barbara said she 
thought they would have been better three- 
cornered : and when Neith told her the measures 
of the Parthenon, St. Barbara said she thought it 
ought to have had two transepts. But she was 
pleased when Neith told her of the temple of the 
dew, and of the Caryan maidens bearing its 

1 Note V. 
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frieze : and then she thought that perhaps Neith 
would like to hear what sort of temples she was 
building herself, in the French valleys, and on the 
crags of the Rhine. So she began gossiping, just 
as one of you might to an old lady : and certainly 
she talked in the sweetest way in the world to 
Neith ; and explained to her all about crockets 
and pinnacles : and Neith sat, looking very 
grave ; and always graver as St. Barbara went 
on ; till at last, I’m sorry to say, St. Barbara 
lost her temper a little. 

May {very grave herself). St. Barbara ? 

L. Yes, May. Why shouldn’t she ? It was 
very tiresome of Neith to sit looking like that. 

92. May. But, then, St. Barbara was a saint ? 

L. What’s that, May ? 

May. a saint ! A saint is — I’m sure you know ! 

L. If I did, ifc would not make me sure that 
you knew too. May : but I don’t. 

Violet {expressing the incredulity of the audience). 
Oh, — sir ? 

L. That is to say, I know that people are called 
saints who are supposed to be better than others : 
but I don’t know how much better they must be, 
in order to be saints ; nor how nearly anybody 
may be a saint, and yet not be quite one ; nor 
whether everybody who is called a saint was one ; 
nor whether everybody who isn’t called a saint, 
isn’t one. 

{General silence ; the audience feeling them' 
selves on the verge of the Infinities — and a 
little shocked — and much puzzled hy so many 
questions at once.) 

L. Besides, did you never hear that verse about 
being ‘‘ called to be saints ” ? 
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May {repeats Rom, i. 7). 

L. Quite right, May. Well, then, who are 
called to be that ? People in Rome only ? 

May. Everybody, I suppose, whom God 
h)ves. 

L. What ! little girls as well as other people ? 

May. All grown-up people, I mean. 

L. Why not little girls ? Are they wickeder 
when they arc little ? 

May. Oh, I hope not. 

L. Why not little girls, then ? 

{Pause.) 

Lily. Because, you know, we can’t be worth 
anything if we’re ever so good ; — I mean, if we 
try to be ever so good ; and we can’t do difficult 
things — like saints. 

93. L. I am afraid, my dear, that old people 
are not more able or willing for their difficulties 
than you children are for yours. All I can say is, 
that if ever I see any of you, when you are seven 
or eight and twenty, knitting your brows over 
any work you want to do or to understand, as I 
saw you, Lily, knitting your brows over your 
slate this morning, I should think you very noble 
women. But — to come back to my dream — St. 
Barbara did lose her temper a little ; and 1 was 
not surprised. For you can’t think how pro- 
voking Neith looked, sitting there just like a 
statue of sandstone ; only going on weaving, like 
a machine, and never quickening the cast of her 
shuttle ; while St. Barbara was telhng her so 
eagerly all about the most beautiful things, and 
chattering away, as fast as bells ring on Christmas 
Eve, till she saw that Neith didn’t care ; and 
then St. Barbara got as red as a rose, and stopped, 
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just in time ; — or I think she would really have 
said something naughty. 

Isabel. Oh, please, but didn’t Neith say any- 
thing then ? 

L. Yes. She said quite quietly, ‘‘ It may be 
very pretty, my love ; but it is all nonsense.” 

Isabel. Oh dear, oh dear ! and then ? 

L. Well ; then I was a little angry myself, and 
hoped St. Barbara would be quite angry ; but she 
wasn’t. She bit her lips first ; and then gave a 
great sigh — such a wild, sweet sigh — and then she 
knelt down and hid her face on Neith’s knees. 
Then Neith smiled a little, and was moved. 

Isabel. Oh, I am so glad ! 

L. And she touched St. Barbara’s forehead 
with a flower of white lotus ; and St. Barbara 
sobbed once or twice, and then said : “ If you 
could only see how beautiful it is, and how much 
it makes people feel what is good and lovely ; 
and if you could only hear the children singing 
in the Lady chapels ! ” And Neith smiled, — but 
still sadly, — and said, How do you know what 
I have seen or heard, my love ? Do you think 
all those vaults and towers of yours have been 
built without me ? There ' was not a pillar in 
your Giotto’s Santa Maria del Fiore which I did 
not set true by my spearshaft as it rose. But 
this pinnacle and flame work which has set your 
Uttle heart on fire is all vanity ; and you will see 
what it will come to, and that soon ; and none 
will grieve for it more than I. And then every 
one will disbelieve your pretty symbols and types. 
Men must be spoken simply to, my dear, if you 
would guide them kindly, and long.” But St. 
Barbara answered, that, “ Indeed she thought 



146 THE ETHICS OF THE DUST 

every one liked her work,” and that “ the people 
of different towns were as eager about their 
cathedral towers as about their privileges or their 
markets ; ” and then she asked Neith to come 
and build something with her, wall against tower ; 
and ‘‘ see whether the people will be as much 
pleased with your building as with mine.” But 
Neith answered, “ I will not contend with you, 
my dear. I strive not with those who love me ; 
and for those who hate me, it is not well to strive 
with me, as weaver Arachne knows. And remem- 
ber, child, that nothing is ever done beautifully, 
which is done in rivalship ; noi nobly, which is 
done in pride.” 

94. Then St. Barbara hung her head quite down, 
and said she was very sorry she had been so 
foolish ; and kissed Neith ; and stood thinking a 
minute : and then her eyes got bright again, and 
she said, she would go directly and build a chapel 
with five windows in it ; four for the four cardi- 
nal virtues, and one for humility, in the middle, 
bigger than the rest. And Neith very nearly 
laughed quite out, I thought ; certainly her beau- 
tiful lips lost all their sternness for an instant ; 
then she said, “ Welb love, build it, but do not 
put so many colours into your windows as you 
usually do ; else no one will be able to see to 
read, inside : and when it is built, let a poor 
village priest consecrate it, and not an arch- 
bishop.” St. Barbara started a little, I thought, 
and turned as if to say something ; but changed 
her mind, and gathered up her train and went 
out. And Neith bent herself again to her loom, 
in which she was weaving a web of strange dark 
colours, I thought ; but perhaps it was only after 
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the glittering of St. Barbara’s embroidered train : 
and I tried to make out the figures in Neith’s 
web, and confused myself among them, as one 
always does in dreams ; and then the dream 
changed altogether, and I found myself, all at 
once, among a crowd of little Gothic and Egyptian 
spirits, »who were quarrelling : at least the Gothic 
ones were trying to quarrel ; for the Egyptian 
ones only sat with their hands on their knees, 
and their aprons sticking out very stiffly; and 
stared. And after a while I began to understand 
what the matter was. It seemed that some of 
the troublesome building imps, who meddle and 
make continually, even in the best Gothic work, 
had been listening to St. Barbara’s talk with 
Neith ; and had made up their minds that Neith 
had no workpeople who could build against them. 
They were but dull imps, as you may fancy, by 
their thinking that ; and never had done much, 
except disturbing the great Gothic building angels 
at their work, and playing tricks to each other; 
indeed, of late they had been living years and 
years, like bats, up under the cornices of Stras- 
bourg and Cologne cathedrals, with nothing to do 
but to make mouths at the people below. How- 
ever, they thought they knew everything about 
tower building ; and those who had heard what 
Neith said, told the rest ; and they all flew^ down 
directly, chattering in German, like jackdaws, to 
show Neith’s people what they could do. And 
they had found some of Neith’s old workpeople 
somewhere near Sais, sitting in the sun, with 
their hands on their knees ; and abused them 
heartily : and Neith’s people did not mind, at 
first, but, after a while, they seemed to get tired 
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of the noise ; and one or two rose up slowly, and 
laid hold of their measuring rods, and said, ‘‘ If 
St. Barbara’s people liked to build with them, 
tower against pyramid, they would show them 
how to lay stones.” Then the Gothic little spirits 
threw a great many double somersaults for joy ; 
and put the tips of their tongues out slily to each 
other, on one side ; and I heard the Egyptians 
say, they must be some new kind of frog — they 
didn’t think there was much building in them^^ 
However, the stiff old workers took their rods, 
as I said, and measured out a square space of 
sand ; but as soon as the German spirits saw 
that, they declared they wanted exactly that bit 
of ground to build on, themselves. Then the 
Egyptian builders offered to go farther off, and 
the German ones said, “ Ja wohl.” ' But as soon as 
the Egyptians had measured out another square, 
the little Germans said they must have some of 
that too. Then Neith’s people laughed ; and 
said, “ they might take as much as they liked, 
but they would not move the plan of their pyramid 
again.” Then the little Germans took three 
pieces, and began to build three spires directly ; 
one large, and two little. And when the Egyptians 
saw they had fairly begun, they laid their founda- 
tion all round, of large square stones : and began 
to build, so steadily that they had hke to have 
swallowed up the three little German spires. So 
when the Gothic spirits saw that, they built their 
spires leaning, like the tower of Pisa, that they 
might stick out at the side of the pyramid. And 
Neith’s people stared at them ; and thought it 
very clever, but very wrong : and on they went, 
in their own way, and said nothing. Then the 
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little Gothic spirits were terribly provoked because 
they could not spoil the shape of the pyramid ; 
and they sat down all along the ledges of it to 
make faces ; but that did no good. Then they 
ran to the corners, and put their elbows on their 
knees, and stuck themselves out as far as they 
(iould, and made more faces ; * but that did no 
good, neither. Then they looked up to the sky, 
and opened their mouths wide, and gobbled, and 
said it was too hot for work, and wondered when 
it would rain ; but that did no good, neither. 
And all the while the Egyptian spirits were laying 
step above step, patiently. But when the Gothic 
ones looked, and saw how high they had got, they 
said, “ Ach, Himmcl ! ” and flew down in a great 
black cluster to the bottom ; and swept out a 
level spot in the sand with their wings, in no 
time, and began building a tower straight up, as 
fast as they could. And the Egyptians stood still 
again to stare at them ; for the Gothic spirits had 
got cjuite into a passion, and were really working 
very wonderfully. They cut the sandstone into 
strips as fine as reeds ; and put one reed on the 
top of another, so that you could not see where 
they fitted : and they twisted them in and out 
like basket work, and knotted them into likenesses 
of ugly faces, and of strange beasts biting each 
other ; and up they went, and up still, and they 
made spiral staircases at the corners, for the 
loaded workers to come up by (for I saw they 
were but weak imps, and could not fly with stones 
on their backs), and then they made traceried 
galleries for them to run round by ; and so up 
again ; with finer and finer work, till the Egyptians 
wondered whether they meant the thing for a 
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tower or a pillar ; and I heard them saying to 
one another, “ It was nearly as pretty as lotus 
stalks ; and if it were not for the ugly faces, 
there would be a fine temple, if they were going 
to build it all with pillars as big as that ! ” But 
in a minute afterwards, — just as the Gothic spirits 
had carried their work as high as the upper 
course, but three or four, of the pyramid, — the 
Egyptians called out to them to “ mind what they 
were about, for the sand was running away from 
under one of their tower corners.” But it was 
too late to mind what they were about ; for, in 
another instant, the whole tower sloped aside ; 
and the Gothic imps rose out of it like a flight of 
puffins, in a single cloud ; but screaming worse 
than any puffins you ever heard ; and down came 
the tower, all in a piece, like a falling poplar, with 
its head right on the flank of the pyramid ; against 
which it snapped short off. And of course that 
waked me ! 

95. Mary. What a shame of you to have such 
a dream, after all you have told us about Gothic 
architecture ! 

L. If you have understood anything 1 ever 
told you about it, you know that no architecture 
was ever corrupted more miserably ; or abolished 
more justly by the accomplishment of its own 
follies. Besides, even in its' days of power, it was 
subject to catastrophes of this kind. I have stood 
too often, mourning, by the grand fragment of 
the apse of Beauvais, not to have that fact well 
burnt into me. Still, you must have seen, surely, 
that these imps were of the Flamboyant school ; 
or, at least, of the German schools correspondent 
with it in extravagance. 
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Mary. But, then, where is the crystal about 
which you dreamed all this ? 

L. Here ; but I suppose little Pthah has 
touched it again, for it is very small. But, you 
see, here is the pyramid, built of great square 
stones of fluor spar, straight up ; and here are 
the three little pinnacles of mischievous quartz, 
which have set themselves, at the same time, on 
the same foundation ; only they lean like the 
tower of Pisa, and come out obliquely at the 
side : and here is one great spire of quartz which 
seems as if it had been meant to stand straight 
up, a little way off ; and then had fallen down 
against the pyramid base, breaking its pinnacle 
away. In reality, it has crystallised horizontally, 
and terminated imperfectly : but, then, by what 
caprice does one crystal form horizontally, when 
all the rest stand upright ? But this is nothing 
to the phantasies of fluor, and quartz, and some 
other such companions, when they get leave to 
do anything they like. I could show you fifty 
specimens, about every one of which you might 
fancy a new fairy tale. Not that, in truth, any 
crystals get leave to do quite what they like ; 
and many of them are sadly tired, and have little 
time for caprices — poor things ! 

Mary. I thought they always looked as if they 
were either in play or in mischief ! What trials 
have they ? 

L. Trials much like our own. Sickness, and 
starvation ; fevers, and agues, and palsy ; oppres- 
sion ; and old age, and the necessity of passing 
away in their time, like all else. If there’s any 
pity in you, you must come to-morrow, and take 
some part in these crystal griefs. 
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'Dora. I am sure we shall cry till our eyes are 
red. 

L. Ah, you may laugh, Dora : but I’ve been 
made grave, not once, nor twice, to see that even 
crystals “ cannot choose but be old ” at last. It 
may be but a shallow proverb of the Justice’s ; 
but it is a shrewdly wide one. 

Dora (pensive for once). I suppose it is very 
dreadful to be old ! But then {brightening again) 
what should we do without our dear old friends 
and our nice old lecturers ? 

L. If all nice old lecturers were minded as little 
as one I know of 

Dora. And if they all meant as httle what they 
say, would they not deserve it ? But we’ll come 
— we’ll come, and cry. 



LECTURE IX 

CRYSTAL SORROWS 
Working Lecture in Schoolroom. 

96. L. We have been hitherto talking, children, 
as if crystals might live, and play, and quarrel, 
and behave ill or well, according to their char- 
acters, without interruption from anything else. 
But so far from this being so, nearly all crystals, 
whatever their characters, have to live a hard 
life of it, and meet with many misfortunes. If 
we could see far enough, we should find, indeed, 
that, at the root, all their vices were misfortunes : 
but to-day I want you to see what sort of troubles 
the best crystals have to go through, occasionally, 
by no fault of their own. 

This black thing, which is one of the prettiest 
of the very few pretty black things in the world, 
is called “ Tourmaline.” It may be transparent, 
and green, or red, as well as black ; and then no 
stone can be prettier ; (only, all the light that 
gets into it, I believe, comes out a good deal the 
worse ; and is not itself again for a long while). 
But this is the commonest state of it, — opaque, 
and as black as jet. 

Mary. What does Tourmaline ” mean ? 

L. They say it is Ceylonese, and I don’t know 
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Ceylonese ; but we may always be thankful for a 
graceful word, whatever it means. 

Mary. And what is it made of ? 

L. A little of everything ; there’s always flint, 
and clay, and magnesia in it ; and the black is 
iron, according to its fancy ; and there’s boracic 
acid, if you know what that is ; and if you don’t, 
I cannot tell you to-day ; and it doesn’t signify : 
and there’s potash, and soda ; and, on the whole, 
the chemistry of it is 'more like a mediaeval 
doctor’s prescription, than the making of a re- 
spectable mineral : but at may, perhaps, be owing 
to the strange complexity of its make, that it has 
a notable habit which makes it, to me, one of 
the most interesting of minerals. You see these 
two crystals are broken right across, in many 
places, just as if they had been shafts of black 
marble fallen from a ruinous temple ; and here 
they lie, imbedded in white quartz, fragment 
succeeding fragment, keeping the line of the 
original crystal, while the quartz fills up the 
intervening spaces. Now tourmaline has a trick 
of doing this, more than any other mineral I 
know : here is another bit which I picked up on 
the glacier of Macugnaga ; it is broken, like a 
pillar built of very flat broad stones, into about 
thirty joints, and all these are heaved and warped 
away from each other sideways, almost into a 
line of steps : and then all is filled up with quartz 
paste. And here, lastly, is a green Indian piece, 
in which the pillar is first disjointed, and then 
wrung round into the shape of an S. 

97. Mary. How can this have been done ? 

L. There are a thousand ways in which it may 
have been done ; the difficulty is not to account 
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for the doing of it ; but for the showing of it in 
some crystals, and not in others. You never by 
any chance get a quartz crystal broken or twisted 
in this way. If it break or twist at all, which it 
does sometimes, like the spire of Dijon, it is by 
its own will or fault ; it never seems to have been 
passively crushed. But, for the forces which 
cause this passive ruin of the tourmaline, — here 
is a stone which will show you multitudes of 
them in operation at once. It is known as 
‘‘ brecciated agate,” beautiful, as you see ; and 
highly valued as a pebble : yet so far as I can 
read or hear, no one has ever looked at it with 
the least attention. At the first glan6e, you see 
it is made of very fine red striped agates, which 
have been broken into small pieces, and fastened 
together again by paste, also of agate. There 
would be nothing wonderful in this, if this were 
all. It is well known that by the movements of 
strata, portions of rock are often shattered to 
pieces : — well known also that agate is a deposit 
of flint by water under certain conditions of heat 
and pressure : there is, therefore, nothing wonder- 
ful in an agate’s being broken ; and nothing 
wonderful in its being mended with the solution 
out of which it was itself originally congealed. 
And with this explanation, most people, looking 
at a brecciated agate, or brecciated anything, 
seem to be satisfied. I was so myself, for twenty 
years ; but, lately happening to stay for some 
time at the Swiss Baden, where the beach of the 
Limmat is almost wholly composed of brecciated 
limestones, I began to examine them thoughtfully ; 
and perceived, in the end, that they were, one 
anft all, knots of as rich mystery as any poor 
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little human brain was ever lost in. That piece 
of agate in your hand, Mary, will show you many 
of the common phenomena of breccias : but you 
need not knit your brows over it in that way ; 
depend upon itf, neither you nor I shall ever 
know anything about the way it was made, as 
long as we live. 

98. Dora. That does not seem much to depend 
upon. 

L. Pardon me, puss. When once we gain some 
real notion of the extent and the unconquerable- 
ness of our ignorance, it is a very broad and 
restful thing to depend upon ; you can throw 
yourself upon it at ease, as on a cloud, to feast 
with the gods. You do not thenceforward trouble 
yourself, nor any one else, with theories, or the 
contradiction of theories ; you neither get head- 
ache nor heartburning ; an(i you nevermore waste 
your poor little store of strength, or allowance 
of time. 

However, there are certain facts, about this 
agate-making, which I can tell you ; and then 
you may look at it in a pleasant wonder as long 
as you like ; pleasant wonder is no loss of time. 

First, then, it is not broken freely by a blow ; 
it is slowly wrung, or ground, to pieces. You can 
only with extreme dimness conceive the force 
exerted on mountains in transitional states of 
movement. You have all read a little geology ; 
and you know how coolly geologists talk of moun- 
tains being raised or depressed. They talk coolly 
of it, because they are accustomed to the fact ; 
but the very universality of the fact prevents us 
from ever conceiving distinctly the conditions 
force involved. You know I was living last year 
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in Savoy : my house was on the back of a sloping 
mountain, which rose gradually for two miles 
behind it ; and then fell at once in a great 
precipice towards Geneva, going down three 
thousand feet in four or five cliffs, or steps. Now 
that whole group of cliffs had simply been torn 
away by sheer strength from the rocks below, as 
if the whole mass had been as soft as biscuit. 
Put four or five captain’s biscuits on the floor, on 
the top of one another ; and try to break them 
all in half, not by bending, but by holding one 
half down, and tearing the other halves straight 
up ; — of course you will not be able to do it, but 
you will feel and comprehend the sort of force 
needed. Then, fancy each captain’s biscuit a bed 
of rock, six or seven hundred feet thick ; and the 
whole mass torn straight through ; and one half 
heaved up three thousand feet, grinding against 
the other as it rose, — and you will have some idea 
of the making of the Mont Salive. 

May. But it must crush the rocks all to dust ! 

L. No ; for there is no room for dust. The 
pressure is too great ; probably the heat de- 
veloped also so great that the rock is made partly 
ductile ; but the worst of it is, that we can never 
see these parts of piountains in the state they 
were left in at the time of their elevation ; for it 
is precisely in these rents and dislocations that 
the crystalline power principally exerts itself. It 
is essentially a styptic power, and wherever the 
earth is torn, it heals and binds ; nay, the torture 
and grieving of the earth seem necessary to bring 
out its full energy ; for you only find the crystal- 
line living power fully in action, where the rents 
and faults are deep and many. 
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99. Dora. If you please, sir, — would you tell 
us — what are “ faults ” ? 

L. You never heard of such things ? 

Dora. Never in all our lives. 

L. When a vein of rock which is going on 
smoothly, is interrupted by another troublesome 
httle vein, which stops it, and puts it out, so that 
it has to begin again in another place — that is 
called a fault. / always think it ought to be 
called the fault of the vein that interrupts it; 
but the miners always call it the fault of the vein 
that is interrupted. 

Dora. So it is, if it does not begin again where 
it left off. 

L. Well, that is certainly the gist of the business ; 
but, whatever good-natured old lecturers may do, 
the rocks have a bad habit, when they are once 
interrupted, of never asking ‘‘ Where was IV’ 

Dora. When the two halves of the dining table 
came separate, yesterday, was that a “ fault ” ? 

L. Yes ; but not the table’s. However, it is 
not a bad illustration, Dora. When beds of rock 
are only interrupted by a fissure, but remain at 
the same level, like the two halves of the table, 
it is not called a fault, but only a fissure ; but if 
one half of the table be either tilted higher than 
the other, or pushed to the side, so that the two 
parts will not fit, it is a fault. You had better 
read the chapter on faults in Jukes’s Geology; 
then you will know all about it. And this rent 
that I am telling you of in the Saleve, is one only 
of myriads to which are owing the forms of the 
Alps, as, I believe, of all great mountain chains. 
Wherever you see a precipice on any scale of real 
magnificence, you will nearly always find it owing 



IX. CRYSTAL SORROWS 


159 


to some dislocation of this kind ; but the point 
of chief wonder to me, is the delicacy of the touch 
by which these gigantic rents have been apparently 
accomplished. Note, however, that we have no 
clear evidence, hitherto, of the time taken to 
produce any of them. We know that a change of 
temperature alters the position and the angles of 
the atoms of ^crystals, and also the entire bulk 
of rocks. We know that in all volcanic, and the 
greater part, of all subterranean action, tempera- 
tures are continually changing, and therefore 
masses of rock must be expanding or contracting, 
with infinite slowness, but with infinite force. 
This pressure must result in mechanical strain 
somewhere, both in their own substance, and in 
that of the rocks surrounding them ; and we can 
form no conception of the result of irresistible 
pressure, applied so as to rend and raise, with 
imperceptible slowness of gradation, masses thou- 
sands of feet in thickness. We want some experi- 
ments tried on masses of iron and stone ; and we 
can’t get them tried, because Christian creatures 
never will seriously and sufficiently spend money, 
except to find out the shortest ways of killing 
each other. But, besides this slow kind of pres- 
sure, there is evidence of more or less sudden 
violence, on the same terrific scale ; and, through 
it all, the wonder, as I said, is always to me the 
delicacy of touch. I cut a block of the Saleve 
limestone from the edge of one of the principal 
faults which have formed the precipice; it is a 
lovely compact limestone, and the fault itself is 
filled up with a red breccia, formed of the crushed 
fragments of the torn rock, cemented by a rich 
red crystalline paste. I have had the piece I cut 
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from it smoothed, and polished across the junc- 
tion ; here it is ; and you may now pass your 
soft little fingers over the surface, without so 
much as feeling the place where a rock which all 
the hills of England might have been sunk in the 
body of, and not a summit seen, was torn asunder 
through that whole thickness, as a thin dress is 
torn when you tread upon it. 

{The audience examine the stone and touch it 
timidly ; hut the matter remains inconceivable 
to them.) 

100. Mary {struck hy ike beauty of the stone). 
But this is almost marble ? 

L, It is quite marble. . And another singular 
point in the business, to my mind, is that these 
stones which men have been cutting into slabs, 
for thousands of years, to ornament their prin- 
cipal buildings with,— and which, under the 
general name of ‘‘ marble,” have been the delight 
of the eyes, and the wealth of architecture, among 
all civilised nations, — are precisely those on which 
the signs and brands of these earth-agonies have 
been chiefly struck ; and there is not a purple 
vein nor flaming zone in them, which is not the 
record of their ancient torture. What a bound- 
less capacity for sleep, and for serene stupidity, 
there is in the human mind ! Fancy reflective 
beings, who cut and polish stones for three thou- 
sand years, for the sake of the pretty stains upon 
them ; and educate themselves to an art at last 
(such as it is,) of imitating these veins by dexterous 
painting : — and never a curious soul of them, ail 
that while, asks, “ What painted the rocks ? ” 

{The audience look dejected, and ashamed of 
themselves.) 
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The fact is, we are all, and always, asleep, 
through our lives ; and it is only by pinching our- 
selves very hard that we ever come to see, or 
understand, anything. At least, it is not always 
we who pinch ourselves ; sometimes other people 
pinch us ; which I suppose is very good of them, 
— or other things, which I suppose is very proper 
of them. But it is a sad life ; made up chiefly 
of naps and pinches. 

{Some of the audience, on this, appearing to 
think that the others require pinching, the 
Lecturer changes the subject,) 

101. Now, however, for once, look at a piece of 
marble carefully, and think about it. You see 
this is one side of the fault ; the other side is 
down or up, nobody knows where ; but, on this 
side, you can trace the evidence of the dragging 
and tearing action. All along the edge of this 
marble, the ends of the fibres of the rock are torn, 
here an inch, and there half an inch away from 
each other ; and you see the exact places where 
they fitted, before they were torn separate ; and 
you see the rents are now all filled up with the 
sanguine paste, full of the broken pieces of the 
rock ; the paste itself seems to have been half 
melted, and partly to have also melted the edge 
of the fragments it contains, and then to have 
crystallised with them, and around them. And 
the brecciated agate I first showed you contains 
exactly the same phenomena ; a zoned crystalhsa- 
tion going on amidst the cemented fragments 
partly altering the structure of those fragments 
themselves, and subject to continual change, either 
in the intensity of its own power, or in the nature 
of the materials submitted to it ; — so that, at one 

L 
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time, gravity acts upon them, and disposes them 
in horizontal layers, or causes them to droop in 
stalactites ; and at another, gravity is entirely 
defied, and the substances in solution are crystal- 
lised in bands of equal thickness on every side of 
the cell. It would require a course of lectures 
longer than these (I have a great mind, — you 
have behaved so saucily — to stay and give them) 
to describe to you the phenomena of this kind, 
in agates and chalcedonies only ; — nay, there is a 
single sarcophagus in the British Museum, covered 
with grand sculpture of the 18th dynasty, which 
contains in the magnificent breccia (agates and 
jaspers imbedded in porphyry), out of which it 
is hewn, material for the thought of years ; and 
record of the earth-sorrow of ages, in comparison 
with the duration of which, the Egyptian letters 
tell us but the history of the evening and morning 
of a day, 

102. Agates, I think, of all stones, confess most 
of their past history ; but all crystallisation goes 
on under, and partly records, circumstances of 
this kind — circumstances of infinite variety, but 
always involving difficulty, interruption, and 
change of condition at different times. Observe, 
first, you have the whole mass of the rock in 
motion, either contracting itself, and so gradually 
widening the cracks ; or being compressed, and 
thereby closing them, and crushing their edges ; 
— and, if one part of its substance be softer, at 
the given temperature, than another, probably 
squeezing that softer substance out into the veins. 
Then the veins themselves, when the rock leaves 
them open by its contraction, act with various 
power oi suction upon its substance ; — by capillary 
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attraction when they are fine, — by that of pure 
vacuity when they are larger, or by changes in 
the constitution and condensation of the mixed 
gases with which they have been originally filled. 
Those gases themselves may be supplied in all 
variation of volume and power from below ; or, 
slowly, by the decomposition of the rocks them- 
selves : and, at changing temperatures, must 
exert relatively changing forces of decomposition 
and combination on the Walls of the veins they 
fill ; while water, at every degree of heat and 
pressure, (from beds of everlasting ice, alternate 
with cliffs of native rock, to volumes of red hot, 
or white hot, steam) congeals, and drips, and 
throbs, and thrills, from crag to crag ; and 
breathes from pulse to pulse of foaming or fiery 
arteries, whose beating is felt through chains of 
the great islands of the Indian seas, as your 
own pulses lift your bracelets, and makes whole 
kingdoms of the world quiver in deadly earth- 
quake, as if they were light as aspen leaves. And, 
remember, the poor httle crystals have to live 
their lives, and mind their own affairs, in the 
midst of all this, as best they may. They are 
wonderfully hke human creatures, — forget all that 
is going on if they don’t see it, however dreadful ; 
and never think what is to happen to-morrow. 
They are spiteful or loving, and indolent or pains- 
taking, and orderly or licentious, with no thought 
whatever of the lava or the flood which may 
break over them any day, and evaporate them 
into air bubbles, or wash them into a solution of 
salts. And you may look at them, once under- 
standing the surrounding conditions of their fate, 
with an endless interest. You will see crowds of 
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unfortunate little crystals, who have been forced 
to constitute themselves in a hurry, their dis- 
solving element being fiercely scorched away ; you 
will see them doing their best, bright and num- 
berless, but tiny. Then you will find indulged 
crystals, who have had centuries to form them- 
selves in, and have changed their mind and ways 
continually ; and have been tired, and taken 
heart again ; and have been sick, and got weF 
again ; and thought they would try a different 
diet, and then thought better of it ; and made 
but a poor use of their advantages, after all. And 
others you will see, who have begun life as wicked 
crystals ; and then have been impressed by 
alarming circumstances, and l\^ve become con- 
verted crystals, and behaved amazingly for a little 
while, and fallen away again, and ended, but dis- 
creditably, perhaps even in decomposition ; so 
that one doesn’t know what will become of them. 
And sometimes you will see deceitful crystals, 
that look as soft as velvet, and are deadly to all 
near them ; and sometimes you will see deceitful 
crystals, that seem flint-edged, like our little 
quartz-crystal of a housekeeper here, (hush ! Dora), 
and are endlessly gentle and true wherever gentle- 
ness and truth are needed. And sometimes you 
will see little child-crystals put to school like 
school-girls, and made to stand in rows ; and 
taken the greatest care of, and taught how to 
hold themselves up, and behave : and sometimes 
you will see unhappy little child-crystals left to 
lie about in the dirt, and pick up their living, and 
learn manners, where they can. And sometimes 
you will see fat crystals eating up thin ones, 
like great capitalists and little labourers ; and 
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politico-economic crystals teaching the stupid ones 
how to eat each other, and cheat each other ; and 
foolish crystals getting in the way of wise ones ; 
and impatient crystals spoiling the plans of patient 
ones, irreparably ; just as things go on in the 
world. And sometimes you may see hypocritical 
crystals taking the shape of others, though they 
are nothing like in their minds ; and vampire 
crystals eating out the hearts of others ; and 
hermit-crab crystals living in the shells of others ; 
and parasite crystals living on the means of 
others ; and courtier crystals glittering in attend- 
ance upon others ; and all these, besides the two 
great companies of war and peace, who ally 
themselves, resolutely to attack, or resolutely to 
defend. And for the close, you see the broad 
shadow and deadly force of inevitable fate, above 
all this ; you see the multitudes of crystals whose 
time has come ; not a set time, as with us, but yet 
a time, sooner or later, when they all must give , up 
their crystal ghosts : — when the strength by which 
they grew, and the strength given them to breathe, 
pass away from them ; and they fail, and are con- 
sumed, and vanish away : and another generation 
is brought to life, framed out of their ashes. 

103. Mary. It is very terrible. Is it not the 
complete fulfilment, down into the very dust, of 
that verse : “ The whole creation groaneth and 
travaileth in pain ” ? 

L. I do not know that it is in pain, Mary : at 
least, the evidence tends to show that there is 
much more pleasure than pain, as soon as sensa- 
tion becomes possible. 

Lucilla. But then, surely, if we are told that 
it is pain, it must be pain ? 
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L. Yes ; if we are told ; and told in the way 
you mean, Lucilla ; but nothing is said of the 
proportion to pleasure. Unmitigated pain would 
kill any of us in a few hours ; pain equal to our 
pleasures would make us loathe life ; the word 
itself cannot be applied to the lower conditions 
of matter, in its ordinary sense. But wait till 
to-morrow to ask me about this. To-morrow is 
to be kept for questions and difficulties ; let us 
keep to the plain facts to-day. There is yet one 
group of facts connected with this rending of the 
rocks, which I especially want you to notice. 
You know, when you have mended a very old 
dress, quite meritoriously, till it won’t mend any 
more 

Egypt {interrupting). Could not you sometimes 
take gentlemen’s work to illustrate by ? 

L. Gentlemen’s work is rarely so useful as 
yours, Egypt ; and when it is useful, girls cannot 
easily understand it. 

Dora. I am sure we should understand it 
better than gentlemen understand about sewing. 

L. My dear, I hope I always speak modestly, 
and under correction, when I touch upon matters 
of the kind too high for me ; and besides, I never 
intend to speak otherwise than respectfully of 
sewing ; — though you always seem to think I am 
laughing at you. In all seriousness, illustrations 
from sewing are those which Neith likes me best 
to use ; and which young ladies ought to like 
everybody to use. What do you think the 
beautiful word “ wife ” comes from ? 

Dora {tossing her head). I don’t think it is a 
particularly beautiful word. 

L. Perhaps not. At your ages you may think 
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bride ” sounds better ; but wife’s the word for 
wear, depend upon it. It is the great word in 
which the English and Latin languages conquer 
the French and the Greek. I hope the French 
will some day get a word for it, yet, instead of 
their dreadful femme.” But what do you think 
it comes from ? 

Dora. I never did think about it. 

L. Nor you, Sibyl ? 

Sibyl. No ; I thought it was Saxon, and 
stopped there. 

L. Yes ; but the great good of Saxon words 
is, that they usually do mean something. Wife 
means ‘‘ weaver.” You have all the right to call 
yourselves little housewives,” when you sew 
neatly. 

Dora. But I don’t think we want to call our- 
selves ‘‘ little housewives.” 

L. You must cither be house-Wives, or house- 
Moths ; remember that. In the deep sense, you 
must either weave men’s fortunes, and embroider 
them ; or feed upon, and bring them to decay. 
You had better let me keep my sewing illustra- 
tion, and help me out with it. 

Dora. Well, we’ll hear it, under protest. 

L. You have heard it before; but with reference 
to other matters. When it is said, ‘‘ no man 
putteth a piece of new cloth on an old garment, 
else it taketh from the old,” does it not mean 
that the new piece tears the old one away at the 
sewn edge ? 

Dora. Yes ; certainly. 

L. And when you mend a decayed stuff with 
strong thread, does not the whole edge come 
away sometimes, when it tears again ? 



168 THE ETHICS OF THE DUST 

Dora. Yes ; and then it is of no use to mend 
it any more. 

104. L. Well, the rocks don’t seem to think 
that ; but the same thing happens to them con- 
tinually. I told you they were full of rents, or 
veins. Large masses of rock are sometimes as 
full of veins as your hand is ; and of veins nearly 
as fine ; (only you know a rock vein does not 
mean a' tube, but a crack or cleft). Now these 
clefts are mended, usually, with the strongest 
material the rock can find ; and often literally 
with threads ; for the gradually opening rent 
seems to draw the substance it is filled with into 
fibres, which cross from one side of it to the 
other, and are partly crystalline ; so that, when 
the crystals become distinct, the fissure has often 
exactly the look of a tear, brought together with 
strong cross stitches. Now when this is com- 
pletely done, and all has been fastened and made 
firm, perhaps some new change of temperature 
may occur, and the rock begin to contract again. 
Then the old vein must open wider ; or else 
another open elsewhere. If the old vein widen, 
it may do so at its centre ; but it constantly 
happens, with well-filled veins, that the cross 
stitches are too strong to break : the walls of 
the vein, instead, are torn away by them ; and 
another little supplementary vein — often three 
or four successively — will be thus formed at the 
side of the first. 

Mary. That is really very much like our work. 
But what do the mountains use to sew with ? 

L. Quartz, whenever they can get it ; pure 
limestones are obliged to be content with carbonate 
of lime ; but most mixed rocks can find some 
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quartz for themselves. Here is a piece of black 
slate from the Buet : it looks merely like dry 
dark mud ; — you could not think there was any 
quartz in it ; but, you see, its rents are all stitched 
together with beautiful white thread, which is the 
purest quartz, so close drawn that you can break 
it like flint, in the mass ; but, where it has been 
exposed to the weather, the fine fibrous structure 
is shown : and, more than that, you see the 
threads have been all twisted and pulled aside, 
this way and the other, by the warpings and 
shifting of the sides of the vein as it widened. 

105. Mary. It is wonderful ! But is that going 
on still ? Are the mountains being torn and 
sewn together again at this moment ? 

L. Yes, certainly, my dear: but I think, just 
as certainly (though geologists differ on this 
matter), not with the violence, or on the scale, 
of their ancient ruin and renewal. All things 
seem to be tending towards a condition of at least 
temporary rest ; and that groaning and travailing 
of the creation, as, assuredly, not wholly in pain, 
is not, in the full sense, ‘‘ until now.” 

Mary. I want so much to ask you about that ! 

Sibyl. Yes ; and we all want to ask you about 
a great many other things besides. 

L. It seems to me that you have got quite as 
many new ideas as are good for any of you at 
present : and I should not like to burden you 
with more ; but I must sec that those you have 
are clear, if I can make them so ; so we will have 
one more talk for answer of questions, mainly. 
Think over all the ground, and make your diffi- 
culties thoroughly presentable. Then we’ll see 
what we can make of them. 
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Dora. They shall all be dressed in their very 
best ; and curtsey as they come in. 

L. No, no, Dora ; no curtseys, if you please. 
I had enough of them the day you all took a fit 
of reverence, and curtsied me out of the room. 

Dora. But, you know, we cured ourselves of 
the fault, at once, by that fit. We have never 
been the least respectful since. And the diffi- 
culties will only curtsey themselves out of the 
room, I hope ; — come in at one door — vanish at 
the other. 

L. What a pleasant world it would be, if all its 
difficulties were taught to behave so ! However, 
one can generally make something, or (better still) 
nothing, or at least less, of them, if they thoroughly 
know their own minds ; and your difficulties — I 
must say that for you, children, — generally do 
know their own minds, as you do yourselves. 

Dora. That is very kindly said for us. Some 
people would not allow so much as that girls had 
any minds to know. 

L. They will at least admit you have minds to 
change, Dora. 

Mary. You might have left us the last speech, 
without a retouch. But weTl put our little minds, 
such as they are, in the best trim we can, for 
to-morrow. 



LECTURE X 

THE CRYSTAL REST 

Evening, The fireside, L.’s armchair in the 
comfortahlest corner, 

106. L. {ferceiving various arrangements being 
made of footstool, cushion, screen, and the like). 
Yes, yes, it’s all very fine ; and I am to sit here 
to be asked questions till supper-time, am I ? 

Dora. I don’t tliiiik you can have any supper 
to-night : — we’ve got so much to ask. 

Lily. Oh, Miss Dora ! We can fetch it him 
here, you know, so nicely ! 

L. Yes, Lily, that will be pleasant, with com- 
petitive examination going on over one’s plate ; 
the competition being among the examiners. 
Really, now that I know what teasing things girls 
are, 1 don’t so much wonder that people used to 
put up patiently with the dragons who took them 
for supper. But I can’t help myself, I suppose ; 
— no thanks to St. George. Ask away, children, 
and I’ll answer as civilly as may be. 

Dora. We don’t so much care about being 
answered civilly, as about not being asked things 
back again. 

L. Ayez seulement la patience que je pare.” 
There shall be no requitals. 

171 
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Dora. Well, then, first of all — What shall we 
ask first, Mary ? 

Mary. It does not matter. I think all the 
questions come into one, at last, nearly. 

Dora. You know, you always talk as if the 
crystals were alive ; and we never understand 
how much you are in play, and how much in 
earnest. That’s the first thing. 

L. Neither do I understand, myself, my dear, 
how much I am in earnest. The stones puzzle 
me as much as I puzzle you. They look as if 
they were alive, and make me speak as if they 
were ; and I do not in the least know how much 
truth there is in the appearance. I’m not to ask 
things back again to-night, but all questions of 
this sort lead necessarily to the one main question, 
which we asked, before, in vain, What is it to 
be alive ? ” 

Dora. Yes ; but we want to come back to 
that : for we’ve been reading scientific books 
about the “ conservation of forces,” and it seems 
all so grand, and wonderful ; and the experiments 
are so pretty : and I suppose it must be all right : 
but then the books never speak as if there were 
any such thing as ‘‘ life.” 

L. They mostly omit that part of the subject, 
certainly, Dora : but they are beautifully right 
as far as they go : and life is not a convenient 
element to deal with. They seem to have been 
getting some of it into and out of bottles, in their 
“ ozone ” and “ antizone ” lately : but they still 
know little of it ; and, certainly, I know less. 

Dora. You promised not to be provoking, 
to-night. 

107. L. Wait a minute. Though, quite truly, I 
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know less of the secrets of life than the philo- 
sophers do, I yet know one corner of ground on 
which we artists can stand, literally as “ Life 
Guards ” at bay, as steadily as the Guards at 
Inkermann ; however hard the philosophers push. 
And you may stand with us, if once you learn to 
draw nicely. 

Dora. I’m sure we are all trying ! but tell us 
where we may stand. 

L. You may always stand by Form, against 
Force. To a painter the essential character of 
anything is the form of it ; and the philosophers 
cannot touch that. They come and tell you, for 
instance, that there is as much heat, or motion, 
or calorific energy, (or whatever else they like to 
call it), in a tea-kettle as in a Gier-eagle. Very 
good ; that is so ; and it is very interesting. It 
requires just as much heat as will boil the kettle, 
to take the Gier-eagle up to his nest ; and as 
much more to bring him down again on a hare 
or a partridge. But we painters, acknowledging 
the equality and similarity of the kettle and the 
bird in all scientific respects, attach, for our part, 
our principal interest to the difference in their 
forms. For us, the primarily cognisable facts, in 
the two things, are, that the kettle has a spout, 
and the eagle a beak ; the one a lid on its back, 
the other a pair of wings ; — not to speak of the 
distinction also of volition, which the philosophers 
may properly call merely a form or mode of force ; 
— but then, to an artist, the form, or mode, is the 
gist of the business. The kettle chooses to sit 
still on the hob ; the eagle to recline on the air. 
It is the fact of the choice, not the equal degree 
of temperature in the fulfilment of it, which 
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appears to us the more interesting circumstance ; — 
though the other is very interesting too. Exceed- 
ingly so ! Don’t laugh, children ; the philosophers 
have been doing quite splendid work lately, in 
their own way : especially, the transformation of 
force into light is a great piece of systematised 
discovery ; and this notion about the sun’s being 
supphed with his flame by ceaseless meteoric hail 
is grancf, and looks very likely to be true. Of 
course, it is only the old gunlock, — flint and steel, 
— on a large scale : but the order and majesty of 
it are sublime. Still, we sculptors and painters 
care little about it. “ It is very fine,” we say, 
“ and very useful, this knocking the light out of 
the sun, or inro it, by an eternal cataract of 
planets. But you may hail away, so, for ever, 
and you will not knock out what we can. Here 
is a bit of silver, not the size of half-a-crown, on 
which, with a single hammer stroke, one of us, 
two thousand and odd years ago, hit out the 
head of the Apollo of Clazomense. It is merely 
a matter of form ; but if any of you philosophers, 
with your whole planetary system to hammer 
with, can hit out such another bit of silver as 
this, — we will take off our hats to you. For the 
presefit, we keep them on.” 

108. Mary. Yes, I understand ; and that is 
nice ; but I don’t think we shall any of us hke 
having only form to depend upon. 

L. It was not neglected in the making of Eve, 
my dear, 

Mary. It does not seem to separate us from 
the dust of the ground. It is that breathing of 
the life which we want to understand. 

L. So you should : but hold fast to the form, 
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and defend that first, as distinguished from the 
mere transition o£ forces. Discern the moulding 
hand of the potter commanding the clay, from 
his merely beating foot, as it turns the wheel. 
If you can find incense, in the vase, afterwards, — 
well : but it is curious how far mere form will 
carry you ahead of the philosophers. For in- 
stance, with regard to the most interesting of 
all their modes of force — light ; — they never con- 
sider how far the existence of it depends on the 
putting of certain vitreous and nervous substances 
into the formal arrangement which we call an eye. 
The German philosophers began the attack, long 
ago, on the other side, by telling us there was no 
such thing as light at all, unless we chose to see 
it : now, German and English, both, have reversed 
their engines, and insist that light would be exactly 
the same light that it is, though nobody could 
ever sec it. The fact being that the force must 
be there, and the eyes there ; and ‘‘ light ” means 
the effect of the one on the other ; — and perhaps, 
also — (Plato saw farther into that mystery than 
any one has since, that I know of) — on something 
a little way within the eyes ; but we may stand 
quite safe, close behind the retina, and defy the 
philosophers. 

Sibyl. But I don’t care so much about defying 
the philosophers, if only one could get a clear 
idea of life, or soul, for one’s self. 

L. Well, Sibyl, you used to know more about 
it, in that cave of yours, than any of us. I was 
just going to ask you about inspiration, and the 
golden bough, and the like ; only I remembered 
I was not to ask anything. But, will not you, at 
least, tell us whether the ideas of Life, as the 
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power of putting things together, or “ making ” 
them ; and of Death, as the power of pushing 
things separate, or “ unmaking ” them, may not 
be very simply held in balance against each other ? 

Sibyl. No, I am not in my cave to-night ; and 
cannot tell you anything. 

109. L. I think they may. Modern Philosophy 
is a great separator ; it is little more than the 
expansion of Moliere’s great sentence, “ II s’ensuit 
de la, que tout ce qu’il y a de beau est dans les 
dictionnaires ; il n’y a que les mots qui sont trans- 
poses.” But when you used to be in your cave, 
Sibyl, and to be inspired, there was, (and there 
remains still in some small measure) beyond the 
merely formative and sustaining power, another, 
which we painters call ‘‘ passion ” — I don’t know 
what the philosophers call it ; we know it makes 
people red, or white; and therefore it must be 
something, itself : and perhaps it is the most truly 
poetic ” or making ” force of all, creating a 
world of its own out of a glance, or a sigh : and 
the want of passion is perhaps the truest death, 
or “ unmaking ” of everything ; — even of stones. 
By the way, you were all reading about that 
ascent of the Aiguille Verte, the other day ? 

Sibyl. Because you had told us it was so diffi- 
cult, you thought it could not be ascended. 

L. Yes; I believed the Aiguille Verte would 
have held its own. But do you recollect what 
one of the climbers exclaimed, when he first felt 
sure of reaching the summit ? 

Sibyl. Yes, it was, “ Oh, Aiguille Verte, vous 
6tes morte, vous etes morte ! ” 

L. That was true instinct. Real philosophic 
joy. Now can you at all fancy the difference 
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between that feeling of triumph in a mountain’s 
death ; and the exultation of your beloved poet, 
in its life — 

Quantus Athos, aut quantus Eryx, aiit ipse, coruscis 

Quum fremit ilicibus, quantus, gaadotque nivali 

Vertice, se attollens pater Apeniiinus ad auras ” ? 

Dora. You must translate for us mere house- 
keepers, please ; — whatever the cave-keepers may 
know about it. 

Mary. Will Dryden do ? 

L. No. Dryden is a far way worse than 
nothing, and nobody will “ do.” You can’t 
translate it. But this is all you need know, that 
the lines are full of a passionate sense of the 
Apennines’ fatherhood, or protecting power, over 
Italy ; and of sympathy with their joy in their 
snowy strength in heaven ; and with the same 
joy, shuddering through all the leaves of their 
forests. 

110. Mary. Yes, that is a difference indeed ! 
but then, you know, one can’t help feeling that it 
is fanciful. It is very delightful to imagine the 
mountains to be alive ; but then , — are they alive ? 

L. It seems to me, on the whole, Mary, that 
the feelings of the purest and most mightily 
passioned human souls are likely to be the truest. 
Not, indeed, if they do not desire to know the 
truth, or blind themselves to it that they may 
please themselves with passion ; for then they 
are no longer pure : but if, continually seeking 
and accepting the truth as far as it is discernible, 
they trust their Maker for the integrity of the 
instincts He has gifted them with, and rest in 
the sense of a higher truth which they cannot 
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demonstrate, I think they will be most in the 
right, so. 

Dora and Jessie {clapping their hands). Then we 
really may believe that the mountains are hving ? 

L. You may at least earnestly believe, that the 
presence of the spirit which culminates in your 
own life, shows itself in dawning, wherever the 
dust of the earth begins to assume any orderly 
and lovely state. You will find it impossible to 
separate this idea of gradated manifestation from 
that of the vital power. Things are not either 
wholly alive, or wholly dead. They are less or 
more alive. Take the nearest, most easily ex- 
amined instance — the life of a flower. Notice 
what a different degree and kind of life there 
is in the calyx and the corolla. The calyx is 
nothing but the swaddling clothes of the flower ; 
the child-blossom is bound up in it, hand and 
foot ; guarded in it, restrained by it, till the time 
of birth. The shell is hardly more subordinate 
to the germ in the egg, than the calyx to the 
blossom. It bursts at last ; but it never lives 
as the corolla does. It may fall at the moment 
its task is fulfilled, as in the poppy ; or wither 
gradually, as in the buttercup ; or persist in a 
ligneous apathy, after the flower is dead, as in 
the rose ; or harmonise itself so as to share in 
the aspect of the real flower, as in the lily ; but 
it never shares in the corolla’s bright passion of 
life. And the gradations which thus exist between 
the different members of organic creatures, exist 
no less between the different ranges of organism. 
We know no higher or more energetic life than 
our own ; but there seems to me this great good 
in the idea of gradation of life — it admits the 
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idea of a life above us, in other creatures, as 
much nobler than ours, as ours is nobler than 
that of the dust. 

111. Mary. I am glad you have said that; for 
I know Violet and Lucilla and May want to ask 
you Something ; indeed, we all do ; only you 
frightened Violet so, about the ant-hill, that she 
can’t say a word : and May is afraid of your 
teasing her, too : but I know they are wondering 
why you are always telling them about heathen 
gods and goddesses, as if you half believed in 
them ; and you represent them as good ; and 
then we see there is really a kind of truth in the 
stories about them ; and we are all puzzled : and, 
in this, we cannot even make our difficulty quite 
clear to ourselves ; — it would be such a long 
confused question, if we could ask you all we 
should like to know. 

L. Nor is it any wonder, Mary ; for this is 
indeed the longest, and the most wildly confused 
question that reason can deal with ; but I will 
try to give you, quickly, a few clear ideas about 
the heathen gods, which you may follow out 
afterwards, as your knowledge increases. 

Every heathen conception of deity in which 
you are likely to be interested, has three distinct 
characters : — 

I. It has a nfiysical character. It represents 
some of the great powers or objects of nature — 
sun or moon, or heaven, or the winds, or the sea. 
And the fables first related about each deity re- 
present, figuratively, the action of the natural 
power which it represents ; such as the rising 
and setting of the sun, the tides of the sea, and 
so on. 
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II. It has an ethical character, and represents, 
in its history, the moral dealings of God with man. 
Thus Apollo is first, physically, the sun contend- 
ing with darkness ; but morally, the power of 
divine life contending with corruption. Athena 
is, physically, the air ; morally, the breathing of 
the divine spirit of wisdom. Neptune is, physi- 
cally, the sea ; morally, the supreme power of 
agitating passion ; and so on. 

III. It has, at last, a personal character ; and 
is realised in the minds of its* worshippers as a 
living spirit, with whom men may speak face to 
face, as a man speaks to his friend. 

112. Now it is impossible to define exactly how 
far, at any period of a national religion, these three 
ideas are mingled ; or how far one prevails over 
the other. Each enquirer usually takes up one 
of these ideas, and pursues it, to the exclusion 
of the others ; no impartial efforts seem to have 
been made to discern the real state of the heathen 
imagination in its successive phases. For the 
question is not at all what a mythological figure 
meant in its origin ; but what it became in each 
subsequent mental development of the nation 
inheriting the thought. Exactly in proportion 
to the mental and moral insight of any race, its 
mythological figures mean more- to it, and become 
more real. An early and savage race means 
nothing more, (because it has nothing more to 
mean,) by its Apollo, than the sun ; while ai cul- 
tivated Greek means every operation of divine 
intellect and justice. The Neith, of Egypt, meant, 
physically, little more than the blue of the air ; 
but the Greek, in a climate of alternate storm 
and calm, represented the wild fringes of the 
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storm-cloud by the serpents of her segis ; and the 
lightning and cold of the highest thunder-clouds, 
by the Gorgon on her shield : while morally, the 
same types represented to him the mystery and 
changeful terror of knowledge, as her spear and 
helm its ruling and defensive power. And no 
study can be more interesting, or more useful to 
you, than that of the different meanings which 
have been created by great nations, and great 
poets, out of mythological figures given them, 
at first, in utter simplicity. But when we ap- 
proach them in their third, or personal, character 
(and, for its power over the whole national mind, 
this is far the leading one), we are met at once by 
questions which may well put all of you at pause. 
Were they idly imagined to be real beings ? and 
did they so usurp the place of the true God ? 
Or were they actually real beings, — evil spirits, — 
leading men away from the true God ? Or is it 
conceivable that they might have been real beings, 
— good spirits, — entrusted with some message 
from the true God ? These were the questions 
you wanted to ask ; were they not, Lucilla ? 

Lucilla. Yes, indeed. 

113. L. Well, Lucilla, the answer will much 
depend upon the clearness of your faith in the 
personality of the spirits which are described in 
the book of your own religion ; — their personality, 
observe, as distinguished from merely symbolical 
visions. For instance, w’hen Jeremiah has the 
vision of the seething pot with its mouth to the 
north, you know that this which he sees is not a 
real thing ; but merely a significant dream. Also, 
when Zechariah sees the speckled horses among 
the myrtle trees in the bottom, you still may 
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suppose the vision symbolical ; — you do not think 
of them as real spirits, like Pegasus, seen in the 
form of horses. But when you are told of the 
four riders in the Apocalypse, a distinct sense of 
personality begins to force itself upon you. And 
though you might, in a dull temper, think that 
(for one instance of all) the fourth rider on the 
pale horse was merely a symbol of the power of 
death, — in your stronger and more earnest moods 
you will rather conceive of him as a real and 
living angel. And when you look back from the 
vision of the Apocalypse to the account of the 
destruction of the Egyptian first-born, and of the 
army of Sennacherib, and again to David’s vision 
at the threshing floor of Araunah, the idea of 
personality in this death-angel becomes entirely 
defined, just as in the appearance of the angels 
to Abraham, Manoah, or Mary. 

114. Now, when you have once consented to 
this idea of a personal spirit, must not the question 
instantly follow : ‘‘ Does this spirit exercise its 
functions towards one race of men only, or towards 
all men ? Was it an angel of death to the Jew 
only, or to the Gentile also ? ” You find a certain 
Divine agency made visible to a King of Israel, as 
an armed angel, executing vengeance, of which 
one special purpose was to lower his kingly pride. 
You find another (or perhaps the same) agency, 
made visible to a Christian prophet as an angel 
standing in the sun, calling to the birds that fly 
under heaven to come, that they may eat the flesh 
of kings. Is there anything impious in the thought 
that the same agency might have been expressed 
to a Greek king, or Greek seer, by similai; visions ? 
— that this figure, standing in the sun, and armed 
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with the sword, or the bow (whose arrows were 
drunk with blood), and exercising especially its 
power in the humiliation of the proud, might, at 
first, have been called only ‘‘ Destroyer,” and 
afterwards, as the light, or sun, of justice, was 
recognised in the chastisement, called also, “ Physi- 
cian ” or “ Healer ” ? If you feel hesitation in 
admitting the possibility of such a manifestation, 
I believe you will find it is caused, partly indeed 
by such trivial things as the difference to your 
ear between Greek and English terms ; but, far 
more, by uncertainty in your own mind respecting 
the nature and truth of the visions spoken of in 
the Bible. Have any of you intently examined the 
nature of your belief in them ? You, for instance, 
Lucilla, who think often, and seriously, of such 
things ? 

Lucilla. No ; I never could tell what to be- 
lieve about them. I know they must be true in 
some way or other ; and I like reading about 
them. 

L. Yes ; and I hke reading about them too, 
Lucilla ; as I like reading other grand poetry. 
But, surely, we ought both to do more than like 
it ? Will God be satisfied with us, think you, 
if we read His words, merely for the sake of an 
entirely meaningless poetical sensation ? 

115. Lucilla. But do not the people who give 
themselves to seek out the meaning of these things, 
often get very strange, and extravagant ? 

L. More than that, Lucilla. They often go 
mad. That abandonment of the mind to religious 
theory, or contemplation, is the very thing I have 
been pleading with you against. I never said you 
should set yourself to discover the meanings : but 



184 THE ETHICS OF THE DUST 

you should take careful pains to understand them, 
so far as they are clear ; and you should always 
accurately ascertain the state of your mind about 
them. I want you never to read merely for the 
pleasure of fancy ; — still less as a formal religious 
duty; (else you ^ might as well take to repeating 
Paters at once ; for it is surely wiser to repeat 
one thing we understand, than read a thousand 
which we cannot). Either, therefore, acknow- 
ledge the passages to be, for the present, unin- 
telligible to you ; or else determine the sense in 
which you at present receive them ; or, at all 
events, the different senses between which you 
clearly see that you must choose. Make either 
your belief, or your difficulty, definite ; but do 
not go on, all through your life, believing nothing 
intelligently, and yet supposing that your having 
read the words of a divine book must give you the 
right to despise every religion but your own. I 
assure you, strange as it may seem, our scorn of 
Greek tradition depends, not on our belief, but 
our disbelief, of our own traditions. We have, 
as yet, no sufficient clue to the meaning of either ; 
but you will always find that, in proportion to 
the earnestness of our own faith, its tendency to 
accept a spiritual personality increases : and that 
the most vital and beautiful Christian temper 
rests joyfully in its conviction of the multitudi- 
nous ministry of living angels, infinitely varied in 
rank and power. You all know one expression 
of the purest and happiest form of such faith, 
as it exists in modern times, in Richter’s lovely 
illustrations of the Lord’s Prayer. The real and 
Uving death angel girt as a pilgrim for journey, 
and softly crowned with flowers, beckons at the 
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dying mother’s door ; child-angels sit talking face 
to face with mortal children, among the flowers ; 
'—hold them by their little coats, lest they fall on 
the stairs ; — whisper dreams of heaven to them, 
leaning over their pillows ; carry the sound of 
the church bells for them far through the air ; 
and, even descending lower in service, fill little 
cups with honey to hold out to the weary bee. 
By the way, Lily, did you tell the other children 
that story about your httle sister, and Alice, and 
the sea ? 

116 . Lily. I told it to Alice, and to Miss Dora. 
I don’t think I did to anybody else. I thought 
it wasn’t worth. 

L. We shall think it worth a great deal now, 
Lily, if you will tell it us.# How old is Dotty, 
again ? I forget. 

Lily. She is not quite three ; but she has such 
odd little old ways, sometimes. 

L. And she is very fond of Alice ? 

Lily. Yes ; Alice was so good to her always ! 

L. And so when Alice went away ? 

Lily. Oh, it was nothing, you know, to tell 
about ; only it v»^as strange at the time. 

L. Well ; but I want you to tell it. 

Lily. The morning after Alice had gone, Dotty 
was very sad and restless when she got up, and 
went about, looking into all the corners, as if she 
could find Alice in them, and at last she came to 
me, and said, “ Is Alie gone over the great sea ? ” 
And I said, “Yes, she is gone over the great, deep 
sea, but she will come back again some day.” 
Then Dotty looked round the room ; and I had 
just poured some water out into the basin ; and 
Dotty ran to it, and got up on a chair, and dashed 
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her hands through the water, again and again ; 
and cried, “ Oh, deep, deep sea ! send little Alie 
back to me/’ 

L. Isn’t that pretty, children ? There’s a dear 
little heathen for you ! The whole heart of Greek 
mythology is in that ; the idea of a personal being 
in the elemental power ; — of its being moved by 
prayer ; and of its presence everywhere, making 
the broken difEusion of the element sacred. 

117. Now, remember, the measure in which we 
may permit ourselves to think of this trusted and 
adored personality, in Greek, or in any other, 
mythology, as conceivably a shadov/ of truth, will 
depend on the degree in which we hold the Greeks, 
or other great nations, equal or inferior, in privi- 
lege and character, to the Jews, or to ourselves. 
If we believe that the great Father would use 
the imagination of the Jew as an instrument by 
which to exalt and lead him ; but the imagina- 
tion of the Greek only to degrade and mislead 
him ; if we can suppose that real angels were 
sent to minister to the Jews and to punish them ; 
but no angels, or only mocking spectra of angels, 
or even devils in the shapes of angels, to lead 
Lycurgus and Leonidas from desolate cradle to 
hopeless grave : — and if we can think that it was 
only the influence of spectres, or the teaching of 
demons, which issued in the making of mothers 
like Cornelia, and of sons like Cleobis and Bito, 
we may, of course, reject the heathen Mythology in 
our privileged scorn : but, at least, we are bound 
to examine strictly by what faults of our own it 
has come to pass, that the ministry of real angels 
among ourselves is occasionally so ineffectual, as 
to end in the production, of Cornelias who intrust 
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their child-jewels to Charlotte Winsors for the 
better keeping of them ; and of sons like that 
one who, the other day, in France, beat his 
mother to death with a stick ; and was brought 
in by the jury, “ guilty, with extenuating cir- 
cumstances.” 

May. Was that really possible ? 

L. Yes, my dear. I am not sure that I can lay 
my hand on the reference to it (and I should not 
have said ‘‘ the other day ” — it was a year or two 
ago), but you may depend on the fact ; and I 
could. give you many like it, if I chose. There 
was a murder .done in Russia, very lately, on a 
traveller. The murderess’s little daughter was in 
the way, and found it out somehow. Her mother 
killed her, too, and put her into the oven. There 
is a peculiar horror about the relations between 
parent and child, which are being now brought 
about by our variously degraded forms of Euro- 
pean white slavery. Here is one reference, I see, 
in my notes on that story of Cleobis and Bito ; 
though I supposed I marked this chiefly for its 
quaintness, and the beautifully Christian names 
of the sons ; but it is a good instance of the power 
of the King of the Valley of Diamonds ^ among us. 

In Galignani of July 21-22, 1862, is reported 
a trial of a farmer’s son in the department of the 
Yonne. The father, two years ago, at Malay le 
Grand, gave up his property to his two sons, on 
condition of being maintained by them. Simon 
fulfilled his agreement, but Pierre would not. 
The tribunal of Sens condemns Pierre to pay 
eighty-four francs a year to his father. Pierre 
replies, he .would rather die than pay it.” 

^ Note vi. 
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Actually, returning home, he throws himself into 
the river, and the body is not found till next day. 

118. Mary. But — but — I can’t tell what you 
would have us think. Do you seriously mean 
that the Greeks were better than we are ; and 
that their gods were real angels ? 

L. No, my dear. I mean only that we know, 
in reality, less than nothing of the dealings of our 
Maker with our fellow- men ; and can only reason 
or conjecture safely about them, when we have 
sincerely humble thoughts of ourselves and our 
creeds. 

We owe to the Greeks every noble discipline in 
literature ; every radical principle of art ; and 
every form of convenient beauty in our house- 
hold furniture and daily occupations of life. We 
are unable, ourselves, to make rational use of 
half that we have received from them : and, of 
our own, we have nothing but discoveries in 
science, and fine mechanical adaptations of the 
discovered physical powers. On the other hand, 
the vice existing among certain classes, both of 
the rich and poor, in London, Paris, and Vienna, 
could have been conceived by a Spartan or Roman 
of the heroic ages only as possible in a Tartarus, 
where fiends were employed to teach, but not to 
punish, crime. It little becomes us to speak con- 
temptuously of the religion of races to whom we 
stand in such relations ; nor do I think any man 
of modesty or thoughtfulness will ever speak so 
of any religion, in which God has allowed one 
good man to die, trusting. 

The more readily we admit the possibility of 
our own cherished convictions being mixed with 
error, the more vital and helpful whatever is 
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right in them will become : and no error is so 
conclusively fatal as the idea that God will not 
allow us to err, though He has allowed all other 
men to do so. There may be doubt of the mean- 
ing of other visions ; but there is none respecting 
that of the dream of St. Peter ; and you may 
trust the Rock of the Church’s Foundation for 
true interpreting, when he learned from it that 
‘‘ in every nation, he that feareth God and worketh 
righteousness, is accepted with Him.” See that 
you understand what that righteousness means ; 
and set hand to it stoutly : you will always 
measure your neighbours’ creed kindly, in pro- 
portion to the substantial fruits of your own. 
Do not think you will ever get harm by striving 
to enter into the faith of others, and to sym- 
pathise, in imagination, with the guiding principles 
of their lives. So only can you justly love them, 
or pity them, or praise. By the gracious efEort 
you will double, treble — nay, indefinitely multi- 
ply, at once the pleasure, the reverence, and the 
intelligence with which you read : and, believe 
me, it is wiser and holier, by the fire of your own 
faith to kindle the ashes of expired religions, than 
to let your soul shiver and stumble among their 
graves, through the gathering darkness, and com- 
municable cold. 

119. Mary {after some fause). We shall all like 
reading Greek history so much better after this ! 
but it has put everything else out of our heads 
that we wanted to ask. 

L. I can tell you one of the things ; and I might 
take credit for generosity in telling you ; but I 
have a personal reason — Lucilla’s verse about the 
creation. 
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Dora. Oh, yes — yes ; and its “ pain together, 
until now.” 

L. I caU you back to that, because I must warn 
you against an old error of my own. Somewhere 
in the fourth volume of Modern Painters, I said 
that the earth seemed to have passed through its 
highest state : and that, after ascending by a 
series of phases, culminating in its habitation by 
man, it seems to be now gradually becoming less 
fit for that habitation. 

Mary. Yes, I remember. 

L. I wrote those passages under a very bitter 
impression of the gradual perishing of beauty 
from the loveliest scenes which I knew in the 
physical world ; not in any doubtful way, such 
as I might havQ attributed to loss of sensation 
in myself — but by violent and definite physical 
action ; such as the filling up of the Lac de Chede 
by landslips from the Rochers des Fiz ; — the nar- 
rowing of the Lake Lucerne by the gaining delta 
of the stream of the Muotta-Thal, which, in the 
course of years, will cut the lake into two, as that 
of Brientz has been divided from that of Thun ; 
— the steady diminishing of the glaciers north of 
the Alps, and still more, of the sheets of snow on 
their southern slopes, which supply the refresh- 
ing streams of Lombardy ; — the equally steady 
increase of deadly maremma round Pisa and 
Venice ; and other such phenomena, quite measur- 
ably traceable within the limits even of short life, 
and unaccompanied, as it seemed, by redeeming 
or compensatory agencies. I am still under the 
same impression respecting the existing pheno- 
mena ; but I feel more strongly, every day, that 
no evidence to be collected within historical periods 
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can be accepted as any clue to the great tendencies 
of geological change ; but that the great laws 
which never fail, and to which all change is sub' 
ordinate, appear such as to accomplish a gradual 
advance to lovelier order, and more calmly, 
yet more deeply, animated Rest. Nor has this 
conviction ever fastened itself upon me more dis- 
tinctly, than during my endeavour to trace the 
laws which govern the lowly framework of the 
dust. For, through all the phases of its transi- 
tion and dissolution, there seems to be a continual 
effort to raise itself into a higher state ; and a 
measured gain, through the fierce revulsion and 
slow renewal of the earth’s frame, in beauty, and 
order, and permanence. The soft white sediments 
of the sea draw themselves, in process of time, 
into smooth knots of sphered symmetry; bur- 
dened and strained under increase of pressure, 
they pass into a nascent marble ; scorched by 
fervent heat, they brighten and blanch into the 
snowy rock of Paros and Carrara. The dark 
drift of the inland river, or stagnant shme of 
inland pool and lake, divides, or resolves itself as 
it dries, into layers of its several elements ; slowly 
purifying each by the patient withdrawal of it 
from the anarchy of the mass in which it was 
mingled. Contracted by increasing drought, till 
it must shatter into fragments, it infuses continu- 
ally a finer ichor into the opening veins, and finds 
in its weakness the first rudiments of a perfect 
strength. Rent at last, rock from rock, nay, 
atom from atom, and tormented in lambent fire, 
it knits, through the fusion, the fibres, of a peren- 
nial endurance ; and, during countless subsequent 
centuries, declining, or, rather let me say, rising, 
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to repose, finishes the infallible lustre of its crys- 
talline beauty, under harmonies of law which are 
wholly beneficent, because wholly inexorable. 

(The children seemed pleased, hut more inclined 
to think over these matters than to talk.) 

120. L. (after giving them a little time). Mary, I 
seldom ask you to read anything out of books of 
mine ; but there is a passage about the Law of 
Help, which I want you to read to the children 
now, because it is of no use merely to put it in 
other words for them. You know the place I 
mean, do not you ? 

Mary. Yes (presently finding it) ; where shall I 
begin ? 

L. Here ; but the elder ones had better look after- 
wards at the piece which comes just before this. 

Mary (reads) : 

“ A pure or holy state of anything is that in which all 
its parts are helpful or consistent. The highest and 
first law of the universe, and the other name of life, is> 
therefore, ‘ help.’ The other name of death is ‘ separa- 
tion.’ Government and co-operation are in all things, 
and eternally, the laws of life. Anarchy and competi- 
tion, eternally, and in all things, the laws of death. 

“ Perhaps the best, though the most familiar, ex- 
ample we could take of the nature and power of con- 
sistence, will be that of the possible changes in the dust 
we tread on. 

Exclusive of animal decay, we can hardly arrive at 
a more absolute type of impurity, than the mud or slime 
of a damp over-trodden path, in the outskirts of a 
manufacturing town. I do not say mud of the road, 
because that is mixed with animal refuse ; but take 
merely an ounce or two of the blackest slime of a beaten 
footpath, on a rainy day, near a manufacturing town. 
That slime we shall find in most cases composed of clay, 
(or brickdust, which is burnt clay,) mixed with soot, a 
little sand, and water. All these elements are at help- 
less war with each other, and destroy reciprocally each 
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other’s nature anti power : competing and fighting for 
place at every tread of your foot ; sand squeezing out 
clay, and clay squeezing out water, and s^oot meddling* 
everywhere, and defiling the whole. Let us suppose 
that this ounce of mud is left in perfect rest, and that 
its elements gather together, like to like, so that their 
atoms may get into the closest relations possible. 

“ Let the clay begin. Ridding itself of all foreign 
substance, it gradually becomes a white earth, already 
very beautiful, and fit, with help of congealing fire, to 
be made into finest porcelain, and painted on, and be 
kept in kings’ palaces. But such artificial consistence 
is not its best. Leave it still quiet, to follow its own 
instinct of unity, and it becomes, not only white, but 
clear ; not only clear, but hard ; not only clear and 
hard, but so set that it can deal with light in a wonderful 
way, and gather out of it the loveliest blue rays only, 
refusing the rest. We call it then a sapphire. 

“ Such being the (consummation of the clay, we 
give similar permission of quiet to the sand. It also 
becomes, first, a white earth ; then proceeds to grow 
clear and hard, and at last arranges itself in mysterious, 
infinitely fine parallel lines, which have the power of 
reflecting, not merely the blue rays, but the blue, green, 
purple, and red rays, in the greatest beauty in which 
they can be seen through any hard material whatso- 
ever. We call it then an opal. 

“ In next order the soot sets to work. It cannot 
make itself white at first ; but, instead of being dis- 
couraged, tries harder and harder ; and comes out 
clear at last ; and the hardest thing in the world : 
and for the blackness that it had, obtains in exchange 
the power of reflecting all the rays of the sun at once, 
in the vividest blaze that any solid thing can shoot. 
We call it then a diamond. 

“ Last of all, the water purifies or unites itself ; con- 
tented enough if it only reach the form of a dewdrop : 
but, if we insist on its proceeding to a more perfect 
consistence, it crystallises into the shape of a star. 
And, for the ounce of slime which we hail by political 
economy of competition, we have, by political economy 
of co-operation, a sapphire, an opal, and a diamond, 
set in the midst of a star of snow,^’ 


M 
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121. L. I have asked you to hear that, children, 
because, from all that we have seen in the work 
and play of these past days, I would have you 
gain at least one grave and enduring thought. 
The seeming troulDle, — the unquestionable de- 
gradation, — of the elements of the physical earth, 
must passively wait the appointed time of their 
repose, or their restoration. It can only be 
brought about for them by the agency of exter- 
nal law. But if, indeed, there be a nobler life in 
us than in these strangely moving atoms ; — if, 
indeed, there is an eternal difference between the 
fire which inhabits them, and that which animates 
us, — it must be shown, by each of us in his 
appointed place, not merely in the patience, but 
in the activity of our hope ; not merely by our 
desire, but our labour, for the time when the Dust 
of the generations of men shall be confirmed for 
foundations of the gates of the city of God. The 
human clay, now trampled and despised, will not 
be, — cannot be, — knit into strength and fight by 
accidents or ordinances of unassisted fate. By 
human crueltv and iniquity it has been afflicted ; 
— by human inercy and justice it must be raised : 
and, in all fear or questioning of what is or is 
not, the real message of creation, or of revelation, 
you may assuredly find perfect peace, if you are 
resolved to do that which your Lord has plainly 
required, — and content that He should indeed 
require no more of you, — than to do Justice, to 
love Mercy, and to walk humbly with Him. 
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Note I. § 17 

“ That third pyramid of hers ” 

Throughout the dialogues, it must be observed that 
“ Sibyl ” is addressed (when in play) as having once 
been the CumaBan Sibyl ; and “ Egypt ” as having 
been queen Nitocris, — the Cinderella, and “ the greatest 
heroine and beauty ” of Egyptian story. The Egyp- 
tians called her “ Neith the Victorious ” (Nitocris), and 
the Greeks “ Face of the Rose ” (Rhodope). Chaucer’s 
beautiful conception of Cleopatra in the “ Legend of 
Good Women,” is much more founded on the traditions 
of her than on those of Cleopatra ; and, especially in 
its close, modified by Herodotus’s terrible story of the 
death of Nitocris, which, however, is mythologically 
nothing more than a part of the deep monotonous 
ancient dirge for the fulfilment of the earthly destiny 
of Beauty ; • “ She cast herself into a chamber full of 
ashes.” 

I believe this Queen is now sufficiently ascertained 
to have either built, or increased to double its former 
size, the third pyramid of Gizeh : and the passage 
following in the text refers to an imaginary endeavour, 
by the Old Lecturer and the children together, to make 
out the description of that pyramid in the 167th page 
of the second volume of Bunsen’s Egypt's Place in 
Universal History — ideal endeavour, — whicli ideally 
terminates as the Old Lecturer’s real endeavours to 
the same end always have terminated. There are, 
however, valuable notes respecting Nitocris at page 
210 of the same volume: but the Early Egyptian 

19 & 
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History for the Young, by the author of Sidney 
Gray, contains, in a pleasant form, as much informa- 
tion as young readers will usually need. 


Note II. § 18 
“ Pyramid of Asychis ” 

This pyramid, in mythology, divides with the Tower 
of Babel the shame, or vain glory, of being presumptu- 
ously, and first among great edifices, built with “ brick 
for stone.” This was the inscription on it, according 
to Herodotus : — 

“ Despise me not in comparing me with the 
pyramids of stone ; for I have the pre-eminencje 
over them, as far as Jupiter has pre-eminence 
over the gods. For, striking with staves into 
the pool, men gathered the clay which fastened 
itself to the staff, and kneaded bricks out of it, 
and so made me.” 

The word I have translated “ kneaded ” is literally 
“ drew ” ; in the sense of drawing, for which the Latins 
used “ duco ” ; and thus gave us our “ ductile ” in 
speaking of dead clay, and Duke, Doge, or leader, in 
speaking of living clay. As the asserted pre-eminence 
of the edifice is made, in this inscription, to rest merely 
on the quantity of labour consumed in it, this pyramid 
is considered, in the text, as the type, at once, of the 
base building, and of the lost labour, of future ages ; 
so far at least as the spirits of measured and mechanical 
effort deal with it ; but Neith, exercising her power 
upon it, makes it a type of the work of wise and 
inspired builders. 


Note III. § 18 
“ The Greater Pthah ” 

It is impossible, as yet, to define with distinctness the 
personal agencies of the Egyptian deities. They are 
continually associated in function, or hold derivative 
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powers, or are related to each other in mysterious 
triads; uniting always .symbolism of physical pheno- 
mena with real spiritual power. I have endeavoured 
partly to explain this in the text of the tenth Lecture : 
here, it is only necessary for the reader to know that 
the Greater Pthah more or less represents the formative 
power of order and measurement : he always stands 
on a four-square pedestal, “ the Egyptian cubit, meta- 
phorically used as the hieroglyphic for truth ” ; his 
limbs are bound together, to signify fixed stability, 
as of a pillar ; ho has a measuring-rod in his hand ; 
and at Philse, is represented as holding an egg on a 
potter’s wheel ; but T do not know if this symbol 
occurs in older sculptures. His usual title is the 
“ Lord of truth.” Others, very beautiful ; “ King of 
the Two Worlds, of Gracious Countenance,” “ Super- 
intendent of the Groat Abode,” etc., are given by 
Mr. Birch in Arun dale’s Oallery of Antiquities, 
which I suppose is the book of best authority easily 
accessible. For the full titles and utterances of the 
gods, Rosellini is as yet the only — and I believe, still 
a very questionable — authority ; and Arundale’s little 
book, excellent in the text, has this great defect, that 
its drawings give the statues invariably a ludicrous 
or ignoble character. Readers who have not access to 
the originals must be warned against this frequent 
fault in modern illustration, (especially existing also in 
some of the painted casts of Gothic and Norman work 
at the Crystal Palace). It is not owing to any wilful 
want of veracity ; the plates in Arundale’s book are 
laboriously faithful ; but the expressions of both face 
and body in a figure depend merely on emphasis 
of touch ; and, in barbaric art, most draughtsmen 
emphasize what they plainly see — the barbarism : and 
miss conditions of nobleness, which they must approach 
the monument in a different temper before they will 
discover, and draw with great subtlety before they 
can express. 

The character of the Lower Pthah, or perhaps I 
ought rather to say, of Pthah in his lower office, is 
sufficiently explained in the text of the third Lecture : 
only the reader must be warned that the Egyptian 
symbolism of him by the beetle was not a scornful one ; 
it expressed only the idea of his presence in the first 
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elements of life. But it may not unjustly bo used, 
in another sense, by us, who have seen his power in 
new development ; and, even as it was, I cannot con- 
ceive that the Egyptians should have regarded their 
beetle-headed image of him (Champollion, Pantheon^ 
pi. 12) without some occult scorn. It is the most painful 
of all their types of any beneficent power ; and even 
among those of evil influences, none can be compared 
with it, except its opposite, the tortoise-headed demon 
of indolence. 

Pasht (p. 38, lino 3) is connected with tho Greek 
Artemis, especially in her oflices of judgment and 
vengeance. She is usually lioness-headed ; sometimes 
cat-headed ; her attributes seeming often trivial or 
ludicrous unless their full meaning is known : but the 
enquiry is much too wide to be followed here. The 
cat was sacred to her ; or rather to the sun, and 
secondarily to her. She is alluded to in the text 
because she is always the companion of Pthah (called 
“ the beloved of Pthah,” it may be as Judgment, 
demanded and longed for by Truth) ; and it may be 
well for young readers to have this fixed in their minds, 
even by chance association. There are more statues 
of Pasht in the British Museum than of any other 
Egyptian deity ; several of them fine in workmanship ; 
nearly all in dark stone, which nr»ay be, presumably, 
to connect her, as the moon, with the night ; and in 
her office of avenger, with grief. 

Thoth (p. 41, lino 15) is the Kecording Angel of 
Judgment ; and the Greek Hermes. Phro (line 19) 
is tho Sun. 

Neith is the Egyptian spirit of divine wisdom ; and 
the Athena of the Greeks. No sufficient statement of 
her many attributes, still less of their meanings, can 
be shortly given ; but this should be noted respecting 
the veiling of the Egyptian image of her by vulture 
wings — that as she is, physically, the goddess of the 
air, this bird, the most powerful creature of the air 
known to the Egyptians, naturally became her symbol. 
It had other significations ; but certainly this, when 
in connection with Neith. As representing her, it was 
the most important sign, next to tho winged sphere, in 
Eg 3 q)tian sculpture ; and, just as in Homer, Athena 
herself guides her heroes into battle, this symbol of 
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wisdom, giving victory, floats over the heads of the 
Egyptian kings. The Greeks, representing the goddess 
herself in human form, yet would not lose tho power 
of the Egyptian symbol, and changed it into an angel 
of victory. First seen in loveliness on the early coins 
of Syracuse and Leontiiii, it gradually became tho 
received sign of all conquest, and tho so-called “Vic- 
tory ” of later times ; wdiich, little by little, loses its 
truth, and is accepted by the moderns only as a per- 
sonification of victory itself, — not as an actual picture 
of the living Angel who led to victory. There is a 
wide difference between these two conceptions, — all 
the difference between insincere poetry, and sincere 
religion. This 1 have also endeavoured farther to 
illustrate in the tenth Lecture ; there is however one 
part of Athena’s character which it would have been 
irrelevant to dw ell upon there ; yet which T must not 
wholly leave unnoticed. 

As the goddess of the air, she physically represents 
both its beneficent calm, and necessary tempest : 
other storm -deities (as Chrysaor and AEolus), beiijg 
invested wdth a subordinate and more or less malignant 
function, which is exclusively their own, and is related 
to that of Athena as the power of Mars is related to 
hors in war. So also Virgil makes her able to wield 
the lightning herself, while Juno cannot, but must 
pray for the intervention of AEolus. She has precisely 
the correspondent moral authority over calmness of 
mind, and just anger. She soothes Achilles, as she 
incites Tydides ; her physical power over the air being 
always hinted correlatively. She grasps Achilles by 
his hair — as the wind would lift it — softly. 

“ It fanned his cheek, it raised his hair, 

Like a meadow gale in spring.” 

She does not merely turn tho lance of Mars from 
Diomed ,* but seizes it in both her hands, and casts it 
aside, with a sense of making it vain, like chaff in the 
wind ; — to tho shout of Achilles, she adds her own 
voice of storm in heaven — but in all cases the moral 
power is still tho principal one — most beautifully in 
that seizing of Achilles by tho hair, which was the 
talisman of his life (because he had vowed it to the 
Sperchius if he returned in safety), and which, in giving 
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Aaron’s Rod, 8o. 

Abel. See s. Cain, 

Abraham, angt^ls appearing to, 113. 

Achilles, Athena, etc. , 7 ioie 3. 

,, character of, ib. 

Acicular crystals. See s. Needle-crystals. 

Action, social, not based on vicious impulse, ed. pref, 2. 
.^fColus, note 3. 

Affection, bonds of, better than any order, 15. 

Agates brecciated, etc., 97, loi. 

,, declare their history, 102. 

Age, is old age a trial ? 95. 

Aiguille du Midi, 8. 

,, Verte, remark of climber at its top, 109. 

Airolo, garnets in streets of, 62-3. 

Alive, what is being? 27-28. See s. Life. 

Alps, loving and climbing the, 109. 

American War, referred to, 51. 

Amianthus, 46. 

Anarchy, the law of death, 120. 

Anatomy, 57. 

Anchorites, cheerful activity better than the life of, 37, 
Angelico, inspiration, power, and weakness of, 85-6. 
Angels, in the Bible, 113, seqg. 

,, presence and ministry of, ib., 115. 

Ant-hill, described, 72. 

Antimony, sulphide of, 46. 

Antwerp, Van Eyck’s S. Barbara at, note 5. 

Apathy to misery we don’t witness, 43, 102. 

Apennines, Virgil’s love of, 109. 

Apollo, idea of, physical and ethical, 111-12. 

,, of Clazomenae, 107. 
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Arab art, 86. 

Arachne, 93. 

Architecture, S. Barbara patroness of, 91. 

,, or S. 'I'homas? ib. 

Aristophanes, clouds referred to, 82. 

Arnold de Winkelried, 69. 

Arsenic, crystals of, 25. 

Art, consummated in Florence, 86. 

,, modern debt to Greek, 118. 

Artemis, Pasht and, note 
Arundale’s Antiquities , 7 iote 3. 

Asychis, pyramid of, 18, 22 ; note 2. 

Athena, physical and ethical idea of, in. 

,, queen of the air, rwte 3. 

,, signihcance of, 112. See s. Achilles, Neith. 

Atlas, 21. 

Atoms, ultimate, of minerals, 25. 

,, whether melted or dissolved, 25. 

Augustine monks at S. Bernard, 82. 

Author : (a) (jcnerally ; (b) Jlooks of, quoted or referred to 

(a) Generally : — 

books of, since 1860 , no sentence withdrawn, ed. 2 
2. 

growth of his views, 1843 -J 860 , 87. 
his drawings, modesty about them, 34. 
inclined to monasticism, 82. 
inventive powers feeble, ed. Q.,pref. i. 
missals examined by, 85. 
movements of; 

at Baden (Switzerland), 97. 
at Brunswick, 90. 

at Denmark Hill, Xmas ’65, ed. \,pref. 2. 
at Mornex (Savoy), 98. 

temper in which part of Modern Painters written, 119. 

(b) Books of, quoted or referred to : — 

Aratra, Pentelici, foreshadowed in Ethics of Dust, ed. 2, pref. i. 
Deucalion, referred to, ed. 2, pnef. 2. 

Elements of Drawing, ed. 'z, pref. 2, 

Ethics of the Dust, aim of, ed. i. pref. 2, 

,, ,, ,, best bit of dialogue in, ed. 2, pref. 2. 

,, ,, ,, form of, explained, ed. \,pref. i. 

,, ,, ,, incidents in, partly true, ed. i, pref, i n. 

,, ,, ,, Lect. I., obscure and dull, ed. -2, pref. 2. 

,, „ ,, plan and contents of, ed. 2, pref. i. 

,, „ ,, reception of, disappoints author, ed. 2. 

pref. I. 

„ ,, „ reprinted page for page, ed. 2, Pref. 2. 
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Crystallisation, concurrent, of different minerals, laws of, ed. 2, 
pref. 2. 

,, styptic power of, 98, 60, seqq. 

,, variety of, 102. 

Crystallography, mathematical part of, not the most valuable, 
46. 

,, wonder of, and of botany, 61, seqq. 

Crystals, caprice of, 88, seqq. 

,, cement the rocks, 29, 98. 

,, compared to men, 102. 

,, death of, and of men, 102. 

,, divisions of (needle, leaf, knotted ; fibrous, foliated, 
granular), 39 ; note 4. 

,, formation and growth of, 29. 

,, ,, game to illustrate it, 26. 

,, nature of, 14, seqq. 

,, purity of, 48. 

,, quarrels and friendships of, 62, seqq. 

,, shape of, 48. 

,, substances of, various, 25. 

,, tempers of, their lessons of courage and virtue, 46. 

,, virtues of (purity and shape), 48, 49. 

See s. Acicular^ Fibrous, Foliated, Rose, etc, 

Cumae, 17. 

Daisies, girls to be like, 75. 

Dancing, girls to excel in, 74. 

,, ,, like it, 76. 

Dante, 58. 

,, forest of suicides in, 7 iote 6. 

,, three stone steps to purgatory, note 6. 

,, quoted (Inf. vii. i) “ Pape Satan," 7, 

Dauphin^, rock crystals of, 88. 

David at Araunah, 113. 

Death-angel, the, in the Bible, 113, seqq. 

,, destroyer, 108. 

,, pale horse of (Revelation), 113. 

,, want of passion, the truest, 109. 

Decay, death and, inevitable, 95. 

Deceitfulness, 102. 

Deities, character of heathen, m, seqq, 

Derbyshire caves, 29. 

spar, 37. 

Dew, diamonds and, 2. 

,, drop, 120. 

,, temple of the, 91. 

Dialogue, author’s attempt to write in, ed. 2, pref i. 
Diamonds, cutting of, a waster of money, 12. 
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Diamonds, cutting of, spoils them, 37. 

,, gold and, the great enemies of man, 9. 

,, growth of, 120. 

,, in their native gravel, 9. 

,, making of, by chemistry, 12-13. 

,, origin of, 13. 

,, uncut, interest of, 12. 

, , valley of, i , seqg. 

Dickens on the Crystal Palace, 32. 

Difficulties of young and old, 93. 

Dijon, spire of, 97. 

Disease, a subject of cure, not of cuiiosity, 57. 

Disorder, always horrid, 8g. 

,, why does nature allow it? ib. 

Dissolution, melting and, of atoms, 25. 

Doge, etymology of, Jioie 2. 

Doubt about our conduct, always wrong, 50. 

Dreams, contrariety of, 18. 

,, metaphors and, 2 ,pref. 2 f 
,, truer than some wakings, 16, 

Dress, for the poor, 77. ■ 

,, -making, girls to know, 77. 

,, national, 88. 

,, to be always beautiful, sometimes fine, 77. 

,, virtue of, 74. 

Dryden’s Virgil, 109. 

Ductile, etymology of, note 2. 

Duke etymology of, note 2. 

Dust, growth of crystals out of the, 120. 

Dust, humanity not mere, 14--15. 

Dutch cattle-pieces, 87. 

Duty, our nearest, clear, 52. 

,, to realise ourselves for the help of others, 71, 

Eagle, bronze, at Crystal Palace, an instance of vile metal 
work, 33 - 34 - 

Earth, has it passed its zenith? 119. 

,, slow renewal of the, 119. 

,, -quakes, use of, 12. 

Edgeworth (Maria), doctrine of reward in, 78-9. 

,, ,, ideal not real, 

Education. See s. Girls. 

Egotism, of some confessions t>f sinfulness, 57. 

Egypt, architecture in, 94. 

,, contempt of manual labour in, 31. 

,, destruction of the first-born in, 113. I 

,, history of, for the young, by author of Sidney Gray, 
note I. 
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Egypt, pottery in, its effect in art, 86. 

,, religion in personal deities, note 3. See s. Neith, 
Pthah. 

Elements, idea of the, as personal powers, 116. 

Enemies, dishonour sometimes in holding even them captives, 
64. 

Energy, quiet and ceaseless, in life, 50. 

England, “a diamond worth cutting,” 12. 

,, do we love our neighbours in? 71. 

Epidote, mineral of, 66. 

Eschol, grapes of, 5. 

Estimation of ourselves, how to be made, 58. 

Eyes, light and the, 108. 

,, opening other people’s, difficult, 51. 

Evil, man has made more than he can conceive or heal, 43. 

Fair, old English, and the Crystal Palace, 32. 

Fairies, children no longer believe in, 16. 

Faith, endeavour to appreciate others, 118. 

,, unquestioning, fAi. 2., pref. 2. Sees. Personal spji'it. 
Fancy, how formed, 88. 

,, religious, of what authority or use, 84. See s. Con-> 
templatiofi. 

Faults, checking our, 57. 

,, look in others for their virtues, not their, 57. 

,, of crystallisation, 99. 

Feed the poor, our duty to, 78. 

Fesol^, Franciscans at, 82. 

Fibrous crystals, 46, 

Fireflies, in the Valley of Diamonds (author’s dream), 6 ; note 

6 . 

Fissures, faults and, in crystals, 99. 

Fiz, Rochers des, choke up Lac de ChCde, 119. 

Flamboyant architecture, 95. 

Florence, Carthusians at, 82. 

,, consummation of all art in, 86. 

,, Giotto’s tower at, 93. 

Flower, life of a, no. See s. Calyx, Corolla. 

Fluor, crystal of rose, 22. 

,, English and Swiss, 88. 

,, phantasies of, 95, 

Folded hands, not always resigned, 36. 

Foliated crystals, 40, 44. 

Fools, the Bible does not excuse, 51. 

Force, always stand by form v.^ 107. 

.,, transformation into light, 107. 

Folrm. See s. Crystals, Force. 

Franciscan monks, 82. 
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French Cathedrals, 91. See s. Beavvais. 

,, jury, verdict on matricide instanced, 117. 

Frost, a kind of melting, 25. 

Furnace- work, classical contempt for, 31. 

Furniture, modern debt to Greek, 118. 

Galignani, quoted on suicide in the Yvonne, 117. 

Gallic art, 86. 

Game, to illustrate crystallisation, 26. 

Garnets, 62. 

Generosity, natural, it. 

Gentleness, possible beneath a harsh manner, 102. 

Geological change, evidence of, 119. 

Geology. See s. Glaciers, Minerals, 

German, Gothic Architecture, 94. 

,, philosophy, 108. 

Ghiberti, inventive power of, 85. 

Gier-eagle, 107. 

Giotto, grouping of, 86. 

,, tower of, Florence, 93. 

Girls, education of. See s. Cooking, Dayicing, 

,, happiness their first virtue, 76. 

,, to be like daisies, 75. 

,, to like to be seen, 75. 

Gizeh, pyramid of, note i. 

Glaciers, diminishing of the, 119. 

Glass, coloured and dark interiors, 94. 

,, crystals of, 25. 

Globe, “ quarters ” of the, 38. 

Goats, sheep or, which are we? 59. 

God, “ giving oneself to,” a fal.se expression, 82. 

,, heathen ideas of, ed, 2.,pref. i. 

,, in nature as in man, no. 

,, man helps, by letting God help him, 72. 

,, personal pow'er of, shown in matter, ed. 2, pi'ef. i. 

,, ,, spirit, realised as a, 1 15. 

,, pleasing, ed. oi, pref. 2. 

,, ,, not a motive of conduct, 81. 

,, ,, since God pleased, when we do right to please 

ourselves, 81. 

,, taking His name in vain, 72. 

Gold, cliffs of, in Valley of Diamonds, 7. 

,, crystals of, 25. 

,, fleece of, 82. 

,, malignant power of, 9. 

Goodness, external, Whited sepulchres of, 56. 

,, “ my badness ” or “ my goodness ” ? 45. 

Gothic architecture, corruption and folly of, 95. 
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Gothic architecture, German, 94. 

M 95- 

Go vernment, a law of life, 120. 

Granular crystals, 46. 

Greece, our debt to, ii8. 

Greek art, 86, 

,, contempt of fnanual labour, 31. 

,, religion, are we fit to scorn? 116. See s. Mythology » 
,, Sophia, 23. 

Grotesque, Gothic, 94. 

Group, what is a? 89. 

Guards, the, at Inkermann, 107. 

Guidance, the best, the simplest, 93. 

Guilt, lies in the will, 53. 

Gulliver’s Travels, referred to, 35. 

Harpy, the Grey, at the Zoological Gardens, 34. 

Hartz, crystals from the, 90. 

,, romantic name of, 90. 

Heads, not hearts, the difficult things to touch, 51, 

Heart, badness and goodness of, 53, seqq, 

,, Bible on a good and bad, 59. 

,, purity of, the question, 53. 

,, washing and wringing, 48. 

Heat, a mode of motion, 27. 

I, ,, 107. 

Heathen deities, characteristics of, in, seqq, 

,, idea of God, ed. 'z, pref. i. 

Heaven, meditation about, mere speculation, 83. 

,, next to nothing taught us of, ib. 

Hedgehogs eating grapes, old idea of, 59. 

,, ,, ,, like our reading of Bible, 

Helen, Greek, 78. 

Hell, dread of, not a night safeguard of conduct, 80 81, 

,, paved with good intentions, 51. 

Help, by joy and life, not sorrow and death, 70. 

,, law of, 120. 

Hephaestus, lameness of, its significance, 31. 

Hercules, and the serpents, 63. 

Hermes, Greek, note 3. 

Hermit-crab, 102. 

Herodias’ daughter, 86. 

Herodotus, on Asychis’ pyramid, ?iote 2. 

,, ,, death of Nitocris, I. 

Hesitation, wrong, 50. 

Hidden things, God lets us see all we need, 56, 

Hindoo art, 86. 

Homer, Athena in, 23. 
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Homer, Athena guiding the battle, note 3. 

Honeycomb, 16. 

Hope, destroyed by impatience, 36. 

House- wife or house- moth, every woman either, 103. 
Humanity, inevitable corruption of, ed. 2, pref. 2. See s. Sin, 
Hurry, deprecated, 35-36. 

Hypocrisy, 102. 

Ice, crystals of, 25. 

Iceland, spar from, 37. 

Ignorance, crime and, ed. 2, pref . 2, 

, , knowledge of our own, 98. 

Impatience, 102. 

India, diamonds in, 13. 

Individualism, 27-8. 

Indolence, tortoise-headed (Egyptian), note 3. 

Indulgence, effects of, 102. 

Infallibility, idea of our own, a fatal error, 118. 

Ingelow (Jean), qtioted : — 

“ The lambs play always,” 3. 

Inkermann, the Guards at, 107. 

Inner consciousness, seeing a place by, 8. 

Instinct, truth of pure, 110. 

Intelligence, to be ahead of our acts, 50. 

Intentions, hell paved with good, 51. 

,, the least talked of, the most realised, ed. 'L.prej, 2. 
Iphigenia, 69. 

Irish diamonds, 37. 

,, skies and girls, dismal? 35. 

Iron, carbonate of, 67. 

, , vein-ores of, ed. i , pref. 2. 

Isaac, sacrifice of, ed. 2, pref. 2. 

Jephthah’s daughter, 69. 

Jeremiah, Lamentations of, 76. 

,, the seething pot in, 113. 

Jesse, rod of, 80. 

Judas, the sin of, the sin of the world, 10. 

Judgment, true, to see both virtues and faults in what we love, 
87. 

Jukes' geology, 99. 

Juno, note 3. 

Justice, the first thing to seek, 70. 

,, to do, 121. 

Kaleidoscopes, heads turning round like, 24. 
Kettle-drummer, author watching play of, 33. 
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Know thyself, the proverb, 58. 

Knowledge, all worth knowing can be known, 24. 

,, rough climbing on the road to, 37. 

Lady, means “ loaf-giver,” 78. 

Lava, what it is, 25. 

Lead, in Borrowdale, 13. 

, , vein-ores of, ed. i , pref, 2. 

Leaf-crystals, 46. See s. Foliated. 

Leonidas, 117. 

Leontini, coin of (Athena), note 3. 

Life, all a music, if rightly played, 35. 

,, defined, 106, seqq. 

,, ,, as the making power, 108. 

,, depends on the happiness, not misery, of others, 70 
,, idea of gradations of, no. 

,, in nature, e.g. the mountains, no. 

,, its nobleness in consistency, 50. 

nobler forms of, than ours may exist, no 
,, purity of, to be kept in spite of all, 63. 

,, use of the word, 27-28. 

Light, does it exist only when seen? 108. 

,, meaning of, 107. 

Lime, carbonate of, crystals (Hartz), 90. 

Limestone, brecciated, 97. 

,, Hartz, 90. 

,, Saleve, 99. 

,, specimens of rock-crystal and, 63, seqq^ 

Limmat, the (Baden), 97. 

Lincoln Cathedral, choir of, 32. 

Locke on the Human Understanding, 56. 

Loneliness, sense of, 21. 

Lord’s Prayer, repeating Pater Nosier, 115. 

,, ,, Richter’s illustrations to, 115. 

Love, falling in, with wrong person, 52. 

Lucerne, Lake of, narrowed, 119. 

Lycurgus, 117. 

Machinery, modern, our only boast, 118. 

Macugnaga, glacier of, 96. 

Mammon, kingdom of, ed, 2, pref. 2. 

Manoah, angels appearing to, 113. 

Manual labour, classical contempt of, 31. See s. Egypt,, 
Greece. 

Marble, formation of, 100, seqq. 

, ,. 119- 

Marbling of painted stone, 100. 

Marcus Curtius, 69. 
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Maremma, increase of, in Italy, 119. 

Marriage, not to mean self-sacrifice, 68. 

Mars, Athena and, note 3. 

Mary, angel appearing to, 113. 

Mechanism, classical contempt qf, 31. 

Mechanical labour, degradation of, 31. 

Medea, 78. 

Medicine, monastic progress in, small, 82. 

Meditation, monastic, 83. 

Melrose, monks of, 82. 

Memmi (Simon), grouping of, 86. 

Men, crystals and, compared, 102, seqq. 

,, not capricious but dull, 88. 

,, work of, and women, usefulness of, 103. See s. 
Humanity . 

Mercy, elevating, 121. 

Metaphors, dreams and, ed. i.pref. 3. 

Mica, garnets and, 62. 

,, kinds of, 44. 

,, type of foliated crystals, 40-42. 

Micaceous iron, 42, 44. 

Mineralogy, author s plans for illustrations in, ed. 1, pref. 2. 

, , books on , 37. 

, , Ethics of Dust and, ed. i , pref. 2. See s. Mi?ierals. 

Minerals, atoms of, how formed, 24. 

,, mentioned. See s. Agates, Amianthus, Antimony, 
Basalt, Black lead. Breccias, Chalcedony , Chalk, 
Copper-mica, Diamond, Epidote, Garnet, Gold, 
Ice, Lead, Litne, Marble, Mica, Opal, Pearl-far, 
Quartz, Ruby, Sapphire, Silica, Sulphur, Tour- 
maline. 

Misery, apathy to what we don’t see, 43. 

». M «« 102. 

Misfortunes, view of, as divine chastisement, 58. 

Mitchell (Rev.), book on crystals, note 4. 

Moli6re, quoted : — 

Ayez la patience que je pare, 106. 

Tout ce qu’il y a de beau . . . dictionnaires, 109. 

Monasticism, curse of, ed. ‘2,pref. 2. 

,, foundations and value of, 81. 

,, no heroism in, 84. 

.. M ,, 87. 

Money, vile love of, its results, 117. 

Montesquieu, 56. 

Morality, the roots of, ed. i.pref. 2. 

Mors, means death or decay, 71. 

Moses’ rod becoming a serpent, 80. 
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Moses, Striking the rock, 8o. 

Motion, heat, a mode of, 27, 107. 

Motive, virtue needs no, 80. 

Mountains, formation of the, 98. 

,, ^ ,, 9©. 

,, loving and climbing, 109. 

Mulberries, in valley of diamonds, 6. 

Miiller (Max), 71. 

Munich, peasant costume, 88. 

Muotta-Thal stream, and Lake of Lucerne, 119. 

Music, all life a, if rightly played, 

,, practice and, 35. 

,, “ rests *’ essential to, 36. 

,, seeing how it is done, author's liking for, 33. 
Mythology, characteristics of heathen gods, iii, seaq. 

,, force of, not its origin, important, 112. 

,, partial study of, 1 12. 

,, pointed truth in, 114. 

,, scorn of, due to our own irreligion, 115. 

,, ,, in us, unfit, 1 17. 

See s. Deities, Rgypt, Greece, Religion, 

Nation, its vice or virtue, as a basis, ed. 2, pref. 2. 

Nature, mythology as figurative of, iii. 

Needle-crystals, 39, 44, 46. 

Neighbours, loving our, as ourselves, 71. 

Neith, Egyptian, 103 ; notes i, 2. 

,, greater Pthah and, 18, seqq. 

,, meaning of, 112. 

, , office of, note 3. 

,, pyramid of, 21, seqq, 

,, ,, ,, 7 iote T. 

,, S. Barbara and (author’s dream 91. 

, , web of, 94. 

Neptune, physical and ethical idea of, in. 

Nineveh, bulls of, at Crystal Palace, 32. 

Nitocris, note i. 

Noble things not done in pride, 93. 

Norse art, 86. 

Norwood hills, art of, 33. 

Obedience, virtue of, ed. i^pref. 2. 

Octahedron of crystals (copper oxide), 46. 

Opal, growth of an, 120. 

Orcagna, grouping of, 86. 

Order, beauty and wonder of, 89, 

,, compulsion and^ 15. 

Overbeck, 87. 
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Packing of crystals, in nature, 25-26. 

Pam, nothing done with, well done, 70. 

,, unmitigated, intolerable, 103. 

Painters, form the essential thing to, 107. 

Palm tree, our life to be like a. 57, 

Parasites, 102. 

Parent and child, their relations typical of all human life, 
70. 

Paros, marbles of, 119. 

Parthenon, the, 91. 

Pasht, cats of, 18. 

,, office of, &c. , note 3. 

Passion, power of, 109. 

,, want of, the truest death, ib. 

Patience, basis of all pleasures and powers, 36. 

,, greatest fortitude is in, 36. 

,, needs practising, 35. 

Patroclus, Achilles at tomb of, 7 iote 3. 

Peace, how we may find, 121. 

Pearl-spar, specimens of, 67. 

Pegasus, 1 13. 

Pencils. See s. Black lead. 

Personal spirit, idea of a, increases with our faith, IC5, 
Personification, use of, 23. 

Pestilences, use of, 12. 

Peter de Natali bus, S. Barbara in, note 5. 

Phike, statue of Pthah at, note 3. 

Philosophy, German sensationalist, 108. 

,, modern, “heat a mode of motion,” 27, 

,, ,, work of, 107, 109. 

Pholas, 62. 

Phre, 21. 

Pillar, vision of the dark (Neith), 18. 

Pinches, life made up of, 100. 

Pisa, leaning tower of, 94, 95. 

,, maremrna round, 119. 

Plato, on light, 108. 

Play for big people and children, 3. 

Poet, the truest, the greatest, no. 

Poetic, means creative, 109. 

Poetry, girls writing, 58. 

Political Kconomy, authors, its motive, ed. • 2 ,p 7 'ef. 2. 

,, modern, or vice, not virtue, as a national 

basis, 34. 

,, teaches cheating and destruction, 102. 

Poor, responsibility for their wrong-doing, 53. See s. Dress, 
Food. 

Porphyry, rocks of, 46. 
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Porphyry, specimens of, loi. 

Potter’s wheel and hand, io8. 

Precious stones, nations happiest without, lo, 12. 

Pride, nothing noble done in, 93. 

Protesilaus, 69. 

Pthah, the greater, and Neith, 19, seqq. 

,, place of, &c. , note 3. 

,, the lower, functions of, ed. 2, pref. 2 ; 33, seqq., 22 ; 5O1 
seqq . , 30, seqq. ; note 3. 

Punishment eternal, 80. 

,, fear of, no basis of virtue, 8o-8i. 

,, idea of misfortune as divine, 58. 

Purity, 48, seqq. See s. Life. 

Purpose, steadiness of, 49, seqq. 

Pyramid of Asychis, 18. 

,, Neith, 17, 21, 91. 

Quartz, a bed for all kinds of crystals, 65, seqq. 

,, capped columns of, 88. 

,, crystals of, 48, 49, 97. 

,, kinds of, 88. , 

,, the thread that sews the mountains, 104. 

,, vagaries of, 95. 

Queens, somexlislike work, 30. 

Railroads, have not “made men greater, the world less,’* 
5I' 

Rebekah, 78. 

Religion, ancient, our own faith should appreciate, 118. 

,, belief to be definite, 115. 

contemplation, madness of, 115. 

,, doubt, answer to all, 121. 

,, enthusiasm in, advantages of, 87. 

, , not to be the sole safeguard of conduct, 80 
,, poetry and, distinct, note 3. 

, , reveries in. See s. Contemplatio?i. 

,, scorning any in which God lets men die, wrong, 
118. 

,, sentiment in, selfish, ed. "2, pref . 2. 

Repose, the restoration of, 121. 

Resignation, folded hands and, 36. 

Rest, the world’s advance to, 119. 

Revelation, the four riders in the, 113. 

Reward, hope of, and virtue, 80-81. 

Rhine, castles in the, 91. 

Rhodope, note i. 

Riches, the danger of, note 6. 

Richter’s Lord’s Prayer illustrations, 115. 
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Right, absolute, 51. 

,, what we ought to do now, clear, 52. 

Rivalry, ^nothing beautiful done in, 93. 

Rock-crystals, kinds of, 88. 

,, specimen of, and calcareous mud, 63. 

Rocks, cemented by crystals, 29. 

,, formation of, and volcanic action, 99. 

Rod. See s. Aaron, Jesse, Moses, 

Rose-crystal, 22. 

Rosellini’s Antiquities, 7 iote 3. 

Ruby, crystal of, 22. 

,, forms of, 44-45, segy, 

Russia, murder in, instanced, 117. 

Sadness, always our own, or some one’s fault, 76, 
Saint, anchorite and, 87. 

,, what is a, 92. 

,, Barbara, 91 ; note 5. 

,, Bernard, 82. 

,, George and the Dragon, 106. 

,, Gothard, a real saint? 62. 

, , , , rock-crystals of, 88. 

,, Peter, vision of the sheet let down, 118. 

,, Thomas, 91 ; note 5. 

Sais, 94. 

Salcve, the, 98-99. 

Samaritan woman’s son (1 Kings vi. 21)), 69, 
Sapphire, growth of a, 120. 

,, white, 45. 

Sarcophagus, in I3ritish Museum, loi. 

Savoy, author living in, 98. 

Scenery, destruction of, 119. 

Science, modern, 118. 

,, bottles the sky, 196, 

,, discoveries of, allowed, 107. 

,, force not form, regarded by, 107, 

Scott, Sir Walter, 83. 

,, (}uy Alannering , 33, 

,, Nicol Jarvie, 82. 

Sea-sediment forms matter, 119. 

Seeing, travelling not always, 4, 8, 

Segregation, crystallisation and, note 4. 
Self-consciousness, how to check, 58. 

,, -denial, 70. 

,, -estimate, how to be made, 58. 

,, -examination, 57. 

,, -knowledge, 57-8. 

,, -sacrifice, not right, 68. 
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Selt-sacrifice, not right, 71. 

Serpents, singing, in Valley of Diamonds, i, 6. 
Shaikespeare quoted : — 

patience smiling at grief, 36. 
cannot choose but be old, 95. 

Sheba, Queen of, 78. 

Sibyl, in the Ethics of the Dust, note i. 

Sibylline way of seeing a country, 8. 

Siena, author at, note 6. 

Silica, note 4. 

Silkworms, in the Valley of Diamonds, 6. 

Simplicity as a sure guide, 93. 

Sin, morbid confessions of our own, 57* 

,, original, 56. ^ 

Sindbad, in the Valley of Diamonds, i, seqq. 

Sing, people who can, to do so readily, 71. 

Singing, girls to learn, 78. 

Sirens, tlie, 86. 

Size, right thought indifferent to, 23. 

Skeletons, our, hidden from us, 57. 

Skulls, ,, ,, ,, tb. 

Slavery, white, in modern Europe, 117. 

Sleep, everybody always half, 100. 

Snowdrop, provoking modesty of, 75. 

Social science, true and false, ed. •z, p ref, 2, 

,, ,, vile creed of modern, ib, 

Socrates, in Aristophanes’ Clouds, 85. 

Solomon, wisdom of, 23. 

Sophia, Greek, 23. 

Soul, life of the, in communion, 27. 

Sperchius, note 3. 

Spirit. See s. God, Personal spirit, 

Strasbourg Cathedral, 94. 

Strength, human, typified in a bough, 80. 

Stupidity, crime and, ed. 2, pref 2. 

,, human, 100. 

Suicide, self-sacrifice, a form of, 68. 

Sulphur, crystals of, 25. 

Sun, light of the, and meteoric hail, 107, 

Syracuse, coin of (Athena), note 3. 

Temptation, avarice the greatest, 10. 

Thermopylce, 70. 

Thoth, 20; note 3. 

Thought, right, irrespective of extent of things, 23-. 

,, the best, comes earliest, 46. 

Three, divisions into. 38. 
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Thun, Lake of, 119. 

Titian, right to paint, 71. 

Tortoise headed indolence (Egyptian), note 3. 

Tourmaline, mineral, 96. 

Transparency and purity of crystals, 48. 

Transylvania, gold of, 40. 

Travelling, and seeing a country, 4, 8. 

Trials, of crystals and men, 95. 

Truth of pure passioned souls, no. 

Turner’s “ S. Catherine’s Hill,” 32. 

Tydide^, Athena and, 7iote 3. 

Ugliness, veiled from our sight, 57. 

Ulysses, character of, 7tote 3. 

Uran-mica, 44. 

Use, power to, excites desire to help and share with others, 

II. 

Usefulness of men’s and women’s work, 103. 

Uselessness of things, excites covetousness, ii. 

Valley of Diamonds, i, seqq. 

,, ,, escape from the, 8. 

,, ,, king of the, 7, 117; note 6. 

,, ,, serpents in the, 6. 

Vallombrosa, leaves in, more sorrows than, 43. 

Vampires, 102. 

Van Eyck’s S. Barbara (Antwerp), note 5. 

Vanities, fireflies as symbols of, note 6. 

Vapour, crystals from, 25. 

Veil, God’s, to hide ugliness from us, 57. 

Veins in rocks, 104. 

Venice, maremma round, 119. 

Vice, modern European, inconceivable to the ancients, 118. 
Victory, and the angel of victory distinct, 7iote 3. 

,, Athena and, note 3. 

Virgil, in Athena, and the lightning, note 3. 

, , quoted, 109. 

Virtue, etymology of, 80. 

,, instinctive, 80. 

,, means courage, 80. 

,, M strength, 71. 

,, not faults, to be looked for in others, 57. 

Visions, author’s dreams of Neith and Pthah, 18, seqq. 

,, in the Bible, what do we believe of them, 114. 

,, of great poets and painters, ed. lypref. 3. 

Vita, meaning of, 71. 

Volcanic action, 99. 
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War, capitalists and, -note 6. 

,, money spent on “ killing;: each other,” 99. 

Wealth, dangers of, ed, -z, pref. 2. 

Weardale, fluor of, 88. 

Wickedness, public, and ignorance, ed. 2, pref. 2. 

Wife, meaning of the word, 103. 

,, no French word for, 103. 

Wilkinson's Egypt, 30. 

Will, want of, 49. 

Willett, Henry, Ethics of Dust reprinted at his request, ed, 
pref. I. 

Winsor, Charlotte, 117. 

Woman, capricious and changeful, 88. 

,, charms by her change, 88. 

Wonder, pleasant, time well spent in, 98. 

Work, God gives us all some joyful, 72. 

Work, usefqlness of men’s and women’s, 103. 

Working Men’s College, orator on railroads at, 31 
World, advance of the, to higher forms of life, 119. 

,, is it past its zenith? 119. 

Wringing, hearts that need washing need, 48. 

Wrong, absolute, 51. 

,, kind and unkind, meant and unmeant, 50. 

,, none can be forced to do, 53. 

Zechariah, speckled horses in, 113. 

Zoological Gardens, grey harpy at, 34. 
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Raffbty. (71) 

Vole. 11, IV. V. VI. Prefects by F. W. Raffitt. (li, iie-iH) 

Vol. HI. Preface by f. M. WILUS. (ill) 
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T he best recommendation of The World’s 
Classics is the books themselves, which have 
earned unstinted praise from critics and all classes 
of the public. Some two million copies have 
been sold, and of the volumes already published 
nearly one-half have gone into a second, third, 
fourth, fifth, sixth, seventh, eighth, ninth, or tenth 
impression. It is only possible to give so much for 
the money when large sales are certain. The 
clearness of the type, the quality of the paper, the 
size of the page, the printing, and the binding — 
from the cheapest to the best — cannot fail to com- 
mend themselves to all who love good literature 
presented in worthy form. That a high standard 
is insisted upon is proved by the list of books 
already published and of those on the eve of 
publication. A great feature is the brief critical 
introductions written by leading authorities of 
the day. The volumes of The World^s Classics 
are obtainable, bound in cloth and leather, as 
given on page i ; and special attention is directed 
to the sultan-red limp leather style for presentation. 

The Pocket Edition is printed on thin opaque 
paper» by means of which the bulk is greatly 
reduced. 


January^ jyi8 
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LIST OF THE SERIES 

THa flgura in partntheses denote the number of the book in the teritt 

Aeschylus. The Seven Plays. Trans, by the late Lewis Campbell. (117) 
Ainsworth (W. Harrison). The Tower of London. (i6a) 

A Kempia (Thomas). Of the Imitation of Christ. (49) 
Aristophanes. Frere's translation of the Acharnians. Knights, Birds, 
and Progs. Introduction by W. W. Merrt. (134) 

Arnold (Matthew). Poems. Intro, by Sir A. T. Quiller-Couch. (85) 
Aurelius (Marcus). The Thoughts. A new translation by John 

JACISON. (60) 

Austen (Jane). Emma. Introduction by E. V. LuCAS. (129) 

Bacon. The AdYancement of Learning, and the New Atlantis. Intro* 
dsction by Professor Cass. (93) 

Essays. (24) 

Barham. The Ingoldsby Legends. (9) 

Barrow (Sir John). The Mutiny of the Bounty. Introduction Iby 
Admiral Sir Cyprian Bridqb. (195) 

Betham-Edwards (M.) The Lord of the Harvest. Introduction by 
Frbdekic Harrison. (194) 

Blackmore (R. D.). Lorna Doone. Intro, by T. H. WARREN. (171) 
Borrow. The Bible in Spain. (75) 

Lavengro. (66) 

The Romany Rye. (73) 

Bronte Sisters. 

Charlotte Bronte. Jane Eyre, (i) 

Shirley. (14) 

Vlllette. * (47) 

The Professor, and the Poems of Charlotte, Emily, and Anne 
Bronth. Introduction by Theodore Watts-Dunton. (78) 
Emily Bronte. Wuthering Heights. (10) 

Anne Bronte. Agnes Grey. (141) 

The Tenant of Wildfell Hall. (67) 

Brown (Dr. John). Horae Subsecivae. Intro.byAusnN Dobson, (lit) 
Browning (Elizabeth Barrett). Poems : A Selection. (176) 
Browning (Robert). Poems and Playt, 1833-1841. (58) 

Poems, 1843-1A64. (Z37) 

Buckle. The History of Civilisation in England. 3 vols. (41. 48, 53) 
Bunyan. The Pilgrim's Progrese. (IS) 

Burke. Works. 6 volt. 

Vol. 1 . General Introduction by Judge WiLLit and Preface by P. W. 
Rapfett. (71) 

Vole. 11 . IV. V. VI. Prefaces by F. W. RAF fiTT. (81, 110-114) 

Vol. III. Frefaoe by P. M. WibUS. (iii) 
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List of the Series — continued 

Burns. Poems. (34) 

Butler. The Analojjy of Rtllijloa. Edited, with Notes, by \V. B. 

Oladstowx. (136) 

Byron. Poems : A Selectloo. (180) 

Carlyle. On Heroes and Hero-Worship. (6a) 

Past and Present tntroductlon by Q. K. CHKSTtEitTO!i. (153) 

Sartor Resartus (19) 

The French Rerolution. Introdyctlon by C. R. L. Flitcher. j fols. 
(115, 126) 

The Life of John Sterling. Introduction by W. Hali White. (144) 
Cervantes. Don Quixote. Translated by C. Jsrvas Intro, and Notes by 
]. Fitzuaurick- Kelly, a tola. With • frontispiece. (130.131) 
Chaucer. The Canterbury Tales. (76) 

The Works of. From the text of Professor Skkat. 3 vols. Vol. I (42); 
Vol. II (56); Vol. Ill, containuig the whole of the Canterbury 
Tales (76) 

Cobbold. Margaret Catchpole. Intro, by Clbuent Shorter. (119) 
Coleridge. Poems. Introduction by Sir A. T. Quiller-Cocch. (99) 
Cooper (T. Penimore). The Last of the Mohicans (163) 

Cowper. Letters. Selected, with Introduction, by E V. Lucas. (138) 
Darwin. The Origin of Species With a Note by Grant Allen, (n) 
Defoe. Captain Singleton. Intro, by Theodore Watti-Dunton. (82) 
Robinson Crusoe. (17) 

De Quincey. Confessions of an English Opmm-Eater. (23) 

Dickens. Orsat Expectations. With 6 Illustrations by Warwici 
Qobls. (128) 

Oliver Twist. (8) 

Pickwick Papers. With 43 lUuitrationf by Setmour and * Phie. a 
vols. (1 30 ^ lai) 

Tale of Two Citioa (38) 

Dryden. Translation of Virgil. (37) 

Dufferin (Lord). Letters from High Latitudes. Illustrated. With 
Introduction by R. W. Macan. (158) 

Eliot (George). Adam Bede. (^) 

Fells Holt Introduction by Viola Metnii.l. (179) 

Romola. Introduction by ViOkA Mitnsll. (178) 

Scenes of Clerical Life. Introduction by Annie Mathbson. (153) 
Silas Marner, The Lifted Veil, and Brother Jacob. Introduction by 
Theodore Watte-Durtoh. (80) 

The Mill on the Floss. (31) 

Emerson. English Traits, and Representatlvs Men. (je) 

Essayt. First and Second Series. (61 

Critical Essays (Klnetsentk Century). Selected and Edited 
by EDMuan D. jouss. (aom 
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List of the Series — continued 

Bni^lish Essays. Chosen and arranged by W. PlACOCK. (yt) 
Enirlish Essays, 1600-1900 (Book of). Chosen by S. V. Maiowss 
and B. H. Blackwell. (172) 

English Letters. (Fifteenth to Nineteenth Centuries.) Selected and 
edited by M. Ducxitt and H. Wraqo. (192) 

English Prose from MandeviUe to Ruskin. Chosen and 

arranged by W. Fsacock. (45) 

English Prose: NarratiTe, Descriptive, and Dramatic. 

Selected by H. A. Trsbli. (204) 

English Short Stories. Selected. (Nineteenth Century.) Introduction 
by Prof. Hugh Walker. (193) 

English Songs and Ballads. Compiled by T. W. H. Croslamd. (13) 
English Speeches, from Burke to Gladstone* Selected by 
F.dgar K. Jonks> M.P. (191) 

Fielding. Journal of a Voyage to Liebon, etc. Introduction and Notes by 
Austin Dobson. 2 Illustrations. (142) 

Galt (John). rh< Entail. Introduction by John Arscouou. <177) 
Qaskell (Mrs.). Introductions by Clsmknt Shortir. 

Cousin Phillis, and other Tales, etc. (i69) 

Cranford, The Cage at Cranford, and The Moorland Cottage, (iio) 
The ‘Cage' has not hitherto been reprinted. 

Lillie Leigh, The Grey Woman, and other Tales, etc. (175) 

Mary Barton. ( 16 ) 

North and South. (154) 

Right at Last, and ether Tales, etc. (m5) 

Round the Sofa. (190) 

Ruth. (II) 

Sylvia's Levers. (156) 

Wives and Daughters. (157) 

Olbbon. Decline and Fall of the Reman Empire. With Maps, y vela. 
(35. H4, 51, 55. 64. 69, 74) 

Autohiography. Introduction by B. BURT. (139) 

Goethe. Faust, Part I (with Marlowe’s Dr. Faustus). Translated by 
John Anstsr. Introduction by Sir A. W. Ward. (135) 
Goldsmith. Poems. Introduction and Notes by Austin Dobson. (123) 
The Vicar of Wakefield. (4) 

Grant (James). The Captain of the Guard. (159) 

Hawthorne. The Scarlet Letter. (a6) 

Hazlitt Characters of Shakespeare’s Plays. IntroJuctiou by Sir .V. T. 
Quillek- Couch. (205) 

Lectures on ths English Comlo Writers. Introduction by R. Bbimlhv 
Johnson. (124) 

Sketches and-Euayi. (15) 

Spirit of the Age. (57) 

Table-Talk (5) 

W’interslow. (as) 

Herbert (George). Poems. Inuoduction by Asruun Wauan. *109 
Herrick. Poems u6) 
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List of the Series — continued 

Holmea (Oliver Wendell). The Autocrat of the Breakfeet-Tablc. ( 6 i) 
The Poet at the Breakfast-Table. Introduction by Sir W. Robertson 
Nicoll. (95) 

The Professor at the Breakfast-Table. Introduction by Sir W. Robert- 
son Nxooll. (89) 

Homer. Iliad. Translated by Pope, (it) 

Odyssey. Translated by Pope. (36) 

Hood. Selected Poems. Introduction by Wat.ter Jerrold. (87) 
Home (R. H.). A New Spirit of the Age. Intro. W. Jbrrold. (lay) 
Hume. Essays. (33) 

Hunt (Leigh). Essays and Sketches. Introduction by R. BRllfLlT 
Johnson. (115) 

The Town. Introduction and Notes by AUSTIN Dobson, and a 
Frontispiece. (13a) 

Irving (Washington). The (Conquest of Granada. (150) 

. The Sketch-Bo^ of Geoffrey Crayon, Gent Introduction by T. 
Bauton. (X73) 

Jerrold (Douglas). Mrs. Caudle's Curtain Lectures, Mr. Caudle's Break- 
fast Talk, and other Stories and Essays. Introduction by Walter 
Jerrold, and 90 ftlustrations by Keene, Leech, and Dotle. (laa) 
Johnson. Lises of the English Poets. Introduction by AlTBUR 
Wauoh. s sols. (83, 84) 

Keats. Poema (7) 

Kehle. The Christian Year. (181) 

Lamb. Essays of Ella, and The Last Essays of Elia, (s) 

Landor. Imaginary Consersations. Selected with Introduction by 
Prof. B. DB SiLlNCOURT. (196) 

Lesage. Gil Bias. Translated by T. Smollett, with Introduction and 
Notee by J. Fitzmauricb-IOcllt. 2 soil. (151, 15a) 

Letters. Selected English. (Fifteenth to Nineteenth Centuries.) Edited 
by M. Duckitt and H. Wragg. (192) 

Letters written in War Time. (Fifteenth to Nineteenth Centuries.) 

Selected by H. Wragg.- (202) 

Longfellow. Eyangellne. The Golden Legend, etc. (39) 

Hiawatha, Miles Standish, Tales of a Wayside Inn, etc. {174) 

Lytton. Harold. With 6 Illustrations by Charles Burton. (165) 
Macaulay. Lays of Ancient Rome ; lyry ; The Armada, (sy) 
Machiavelli. The Prince. Translated by Luxoi Ricci. (43) 

Marcus Aurelius. See Aurelius. 

Marlowe. Dr. Paustus (with Goethe’s Faust, Part I). Introdnetion by 
Sir A W. Ward. (135) 

Marryat. Mr. Midshipman Easy. (160) 

The King’s Own. With 6 Illustrations by WARWICK OOBLR. (164) 
Mill (John Stuart). On Liberty, Representatiye Goyemment, and 
the Subjection of Women. Intro. Mrs. Fawortt. (170) 
Milton. Tbe English Poems. (182) 

Montaigne. Essays. Translated by J. Florxo. 3 yols. (65, ye, 77) 
Morris ( W.). Die Defence of Ouineyere, Jason, etc. (183) 

Motley. Rise of the Dutch Republic. Intreduction by Clrmrnt 
SRORTIR. jyoli. (96. 97 . 9 i) 
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Nekrassov. Who can bs happy and free ia Russia f A Poem. 
Trans, by JWUiT SosKicm. (213) 

Pal^rave. The Golden Treasury. With additional Poems, Including 
FitzGerald's translation of Omar Khayyam. (133) 

Peacock ( W.). English Prose from Mandeville to Kuskin..' (4$) 

Selected English Essays. (3s) 

Poe (Edgar A 1 Ian). Tales of Mystery and Imagination. (si> 

Pope. Iliad of Homer (18). Ody:»j»ey of Homer (36) 

Porter (Jane). The Scottish Chiefs. (x6i) 

Prescott (W. H.). History of the Conquest of llezico. Introduction 
by Mrs. Alsc-Twseois. s vois. (197. iq8) 

Reid (Mayne). 'I'he Rifle Rangers. With 6 illuslrations by J. E. Sur* 

CLlhtE. (l66) 

The Scalp Hunters With 6 Illustrations by A. H. CoLLiNt. (167) 
Reynolds (Sir Joshua). The Discourses, and the Letters to ‘The 
Idler.' introduction by Austin Dobson. (149) 

Rossetti (Christina). Goblin Market, The Prince's Progress, snd other 
Poems. <184) 

Rossetti (D. G.). Poems and Translations, 1850*1870. (185) 

Ruskin. (Ruskin Houst Editions, ky arrangemtnt with Mtisri. AlUn 
and Unwin, Ltd.) 

*A Joy for Ever.' and The Two Paths. Illustratsd. (147) 

Sesame and Lilies, and The Ethics of the Dust. (145) 

Time and Tide, and The Crown of Wild Oliva. (146) 

Unto this Last, and Munera Putveris. (148) 

Scott. Ivan hoe. (iq) 

Lives of the Novelists. Introduction by AUSTIN Dobson. (94) 

Poems. A Selection. (186) 

Selected Speeches on British Foreign Policy (Z73A-xgi4). 

Edited by Edoar R. Jones, M.P. (aoi) 

Shakespeare. Plays and Poems. With a Preface by A. C. Swinburne 
and general introductions to the several plays and poems bv 
Edward Dowdrn, and a Note by T. Watts-Duntom on the 
special typographical features of this Edition. 9 vols. 

Commies. 3 vols. (100, 101. loa) 

Histories and Poems. 3 vols. (103, 104, 105) 

Tragedies. 3 vols. (106, 107. 108) 

Shakespeare’s Contemporaries. Six Plsys by Beaumont and 
FLETCHER, Dexkbr, Wesstbr, ind Maminger. Edited by 
C. B. Wheeler. (199) . 

Shakespearean Criticism. A Selection. (Seventeenth to Nineteenth 
Ccntuiies. Edited, with Introduuion, by D. Nichol Smith. (212) 

Shelley. Poema A Selection. (187) 

Sheridan. Plsya Introduction by Joseph Rnigkt. (79) 

Smith (Adam). The Wealth of Nations, t vola (54, 59) 

Smith (Alexander). Dreamthorp, with Selections from Last Leaves 
Introduction by Prof, HUGH Walker, (aoo) 

Smollett. Trsvels through Franco and Italy. Introduction by THOMAS 

SSCCOMRX (90) 

Sophocles. The s«veo Plsps. Trans. Lewis Campbell. (1x8) 
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Southey (Robert). Letters. Selected* with an Introduction and 
Notes, by Maurici H. PitzGirald. (169) 

Sterne. Trittram Shandy. (40) 

Swift. GulUTer'i Travels (ao) 

Taylor (Meadows). O)nfessioas of a Thug, (sty) 

Tennyson (Lord). Poems. (5) 

Thackeray. Book of Snobs, Sketches and Travels In London, Sc. (50) 
Henry luraond. <28) 

Pendennis. Introduction by Edmund Qossi. a toIs. (91.92) 
Thoreau. Walden. Introduction by Thiodork WattvDunton. (68) 
Tolstoy. Essays and Letters. Translated by Aylmer Mauds. (46) 
Twenty-three Tales. Translated by L. and A. Mauds. (72) 

The Cofsacks. Translated by L. and A Mauds (ao8) 

Resurrection. Trans. L. Mauds. Intro. A. Mauds (209) 

Anna Karenina. Trana. Atlmsr Mauds. 2 vola. (110,211) 
Trollope. The Three Clerks. Intro, by W. Tsionmoutn Shors. (140) 
Virgil. Translated by Drydbn. (37) 

Watts-Dunton (Theodore). Aylwln. (5a) 

WelU (Charles). Joseph and hit Brethren. With an Introduction by 
Alosrnon Charles Swinburnb. and a Note on Rotaeiti and 
Charles Wells by Theodors Watts-Dunton. (143) 

White (Gilbert). The Natural History of Selbome. (as) 

Whittier. Poems. A Selection. (188) 

Wordsworth. Poems : A Selection. (189) 

Yolunm %n Preparation, 

jraskeU, Mrs. Life of Charlotte Bronte. (214) 

Keith. British Colonial Policy, a vols. (215) (216) 

Trollop c. The Warden. (2x7) 
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